Roadrunner 4(4) May 1981 by Robertson, Donald
University of Wollongong 
Research Online 
Roadrunner Historical & Cultural Collections 
5-1-1981 
Roadrunner 4(4) May 1981 
Donald Robertson 
Editor 
Follow this and additional works at: https://ro.uow.edu.au/roadrunner 
Recommended Citation 
Robertson, Donald, (1981), Roadrunner 4(4) May 1981, Kent Town, South Australia, 32pp. 
https://ro.uow.edu.au/roadrunner/35 
Research Online is the open access institutional repository for the University of Wollongong. For further information 
contact the UOW Library: research-pubs@uow.edu.au 
Roadrunner 4(4) May 1981 
Description 
Contents: 3. The Drum/ Brixton Riots. 4. Anzac Day in London/ John Doe’s Ruined Scene. 7. Mods in 
Melbourne. 8. XL Capris. 9. New York, New York. 10. Union Hotel, Adelaide. 11. Dr Poo, JJJ-FM. 13. Ellen 
Foley. 14. Ronnie Spector. 16. The Reels. 19. The Jumpers. 20. Les Trois Etrangers. 21. Live Reviews—The 
Church/ New Race/ Sunnyboys/ Hilton Hotel Rock’n’Roll Supermarket/ 22. Live Reviews—Madness/ The 
Sports. 23. Single Reviews. 25. Album Reviews. 
Publisher 
Kent Town, South Australia, 32pp 
This serial is available at Research Online: https://ro.uow.edu.au/roadrunner/35 

T H E D R U M
MADNESS,
THEY CALL IT MADNESS.
Bower in Perth mars 
otherwise successful tour.
Last month’s tour by English ban 
Madness, an outstanding success in jus tl: 
about every respect, got off to rather a {  
rocky start in Perth where, what tour 
promoter Michael Chugg called a gang 
o f abou t 3000 sk in h e a d s  caused  
$10,000 worth of damage to Perth 
Concert Hall at the second of the band’s 
concerts.
When the band arrived in Adelaide a couple of 
days later, after having caught the last plane out of 
Perth before the hostess strike and travelled from 
Melbourne to Adelaide by bus, I asked 
saxophonist Lee ‘Kix’ Thompson and bassplayer 
Mark ‘Bedders’ Bedford what exactly had hap­
pened.
“ It was a seated venue, right,” said Thompson, 
“and in the itinerary we got they said they’d take 
the first 20 rows of seats out. Which they didn’t do.”
“Some stupid kids just ripped all the seats out,” 
said Bedford.
“They got a bit too excited didn’t they,” 
Thompson continued. “At the end of the show we 
all moved back from the front of the stage. We had 
to move all the mikes back because people were 
standing on the stage. About four deep. People 
sitting down couldn’t see a thing. Bit of a shame 
really.”
I asked them about reports that the people 
causing all the trouble were skinheads. Thompson
said there had been a lot of skinheads, a fact that 
surprised him, as he “didn’t think there were any 
skinheads in Australia.”
Although the band’s popularity started among 
London skinheads, Bedford said their English fans 
had never ripped seats out.
Promoter Michael Chugg said that he is 
considering not taking any more overseas artists
to Perth after the incident, which follows trouble at 
the Police concert, also promoted by Frontier 
Tours, earlier this year.
After completion of the Australian tour. Madness 
left for the U.S.A. and a tour consisting of only 
three concerts (they don’t have a record company 
in the States) and then return to the U.K. to start 
rehearsing for their third album.
SNAKE HAS A HEARTY
Snakefinger, psychedelic musician ex­
traordinaire, and resident bizzarro, collapsed 
last night (Sunday 3rd) with a heart attack 
after a gig at Melbourne University. He is at 
present recovering under intensive care in 
hospital. The rest of his Australian tour has 
been cancelled. He is expected to fully 
recover but has been instructed to rest 
totally.
Descriptions of the tour to date have been 
ecstatic, and many people will be most 
disturbed that the tour has been cut short due 
to such unfortunate circumstances. It is a 
great pity, and ironical, since such unusual 
overseas acts rarely set foot In Australia, that 
this ‘first’ has been unavoidably concluded 
so suddenly. .
Snakefinger has apparently been working
extremely hard over the last three months, 
with a tour of Europe immediately preceding 
his Australian jaunt. This ‘overwork’, accord­
ing to tour promoter Keith Glass, is accepted 
as being the cause of Snake’s heart attack. 
We are sure that everyone involved with the 
tour, and all who saw and wished to see 
Snakefinger and his band perform, hope that 
he has a speedy and total recovery.
JOHN DOE.
BOB HITE GOES 
TO HEAVEN.
Bob Hite, singer and leader of American, 
boogie-blues band ‘Canned Heat’, died 
recently as a result of an apparent heart 
attack. His untimely death came on the eve of 
a planned Canned Heat tour of Australia. 
Many will remember their last tour with part 
time Canned Heat guitarist Harvey Mandel. 
Since Hite’s death, the band have made 
clear their intention to complete the tour.
Hite was born in Torrance, California, and 
at an early age began building an enormous 
record collection, that, early in the seventies 
numbered somewhere around forty 
thousand. Canned Heat evolved from Hite’s 
partnership with the late great Al “ Blind Owl’’ 
Wilson, also an avid record collector, as well 
as being a remarkable musician.
it is sad that since Bob Hite’s death, which 
made front page in the L.A. papers, there has 
been renewed record company interest in 
the band. If Bob Hite rolls over in his grave, 
half of California will slide into the sea.
JOHN DOE
APOLOGIES
1 Chris Salewicz.
For leaving his name off his John Rotten at large 
story in Vol.4 No.2, the March issue.
2. Everyone who bough t last issue.
Due to a (drunken) error by one of the layout 
team, the Don Walker interview did not appear as it 
should have. For those of you who couldn’t work it 
out, follow these directions to get it in the right 
order;
(a) From the line “Americans would see as a 
bunch of cowboys." near the bottom of the first 
column, go to the line, “/ guess the Americans 
would see it that way." slightly lower in the second 
column.
(b) Follow it to the line, ‘No, I'm grateful they’re 
doing it that way.", situated slightly lower again in 
the third column, then go BACK to the line below 
‘Americans would see it that way’ in the first 
column, which is, ‘Are they doing that to fit in with 
your schedule!'.
(c) Gottit so far?
(d) Good. Now follow it to the line above, ‘I 
guess Americans would see it that way', in the 
second column, which is, “really hard to lose your 
nerve and not do it.’’.
(e) Last bit now. From “really hard not to lose 
your nerve . . .” go to the line below “No I’m very 
grateful they’re doing it that way” in column three, 
which is “They didn't mind though.” and follow it 
through to the end.
The person responsible for the error has had her 
Scotch allowance halved. We were thinking of a 
public flogging, but apparently it’s illegal.
THE MOLOTOVS 
OF BRIXTON
“When they kick at your front door 
How you gonna come 
With your hands on your head 
Or on the trigger of your gun.” 
from “The Guns of Brixton”,
The Clash.
For years, Brixton has been unoffi­
cially recognised as the Harlem of Lon­
don -  except that “ this is England’’, 
“ there are no no-go areas’’ etc., etc. Last 
weekend changed that. For more than 
48 hours, the people who live in Brixton, 
black and white, made their suburb a 
no-go area for police, destroyed and 
helped them selves to something like 
2-million-dollars worth of property, and 
brought their anger and frustration to the 
attention of all the U.K., and the rest of 
the world as well. Before the rioting died 
down, something like 200 people were 
arrested, 150 injured, cars, trucks and 
fire engines gutted, shops and pubs 
looted and burnt to the ground. It was 
more like New York of the 60’s than Lon­
don. But London’s time has come.
Of course, reporting of the riots here has 
been as widely variant in its tone as the press 
is itself. For instance, cover of those partic­
ipating in the riots has ranged, virtually, from 
‘gangs of niggers’ to “The Times” estimates 
of nearly equal numbers of blacks and 
whites. Despite being known as the heart­
land of the South London black community, 
Brixton only has about 30% West Indian 
population. The rest are predominantly poor 
whites, with the small remainder made up of 
Vietnamese, Maltese, Cypriots, etc. Most of 
the newspapers have at least tried to 
understand the general causes of the riots. 
These themselves are fairly obvious. Brixton 
is particularly hard-hit by unemployment. In 
the U.K. at present, unemployment is run­
ning at 10%, but 50% of black 16 to 19 year 
olds in South London are unemployed. Any 
government which thinks it can build up a
pool of unemployed on this scale without 
social uprising is kidding itself.
There are other local issues. Tension has 
been building up between the whole local 
community, both black and white, and the 
police. According to community leaders, this 
dates from a controversial tour of duty by a 
special police group three years ago. But 
possibly an issue which galvanised the black 
community, at least, is the New Cross Fire. 
Thirteen young blacks died in the South-East 
London fire, at an all-night party, in the early 
hours of January 19. Despite what the police 
have called an all-out inquiry, so far there 
have been no arrests, and not even a final 
theory has emerged of how it started. Seven 
weeks before the latest riots, London got a 
dress rehearsal for them, when thousands of 
angry blacks, carrying placards with slogans 
like “ 13 Dead! Nothing Said!” ran through the 
centre of the city. On that occasion they were 
“ well behaved” . I saw only a few rocks 
thrown, and one broken shop window. But 
the authorities must have seen that tension 
building up. Perhaps they did . . .
One curious aspect to the immediate 
factors surrounding the riots is that just a few 
days before they took place, the defendants 
from the so-called Saint Pauls Riot in Bristol 
were acquitted by a jury. So while the 
conservative forces in Britain have been 
accusing the left of provoking the Brixton 
riots, there could also be a suspicion that 
right-wing forces, unhappy that no-one was 
convicted of riotous behavior in Bristol last 
year, might have wanted to provoke some­
thing. The police have certainly been ac­
cused of provoking the whole situation. One 
person who has done so is a spokesman for 
black residents in Brixton, Rudi Narayan.
“The police on Sunday did a house to 
house blitz of Brixton, busted a lot of heads, 
broke a lot of doors ... and smashed a lot of 
property. We have to mobilize our commun­
ity to act in self defence ... against police 
attacks.
“That’s all we seek. Peaceful, lawful 
self-defence.”
He then went on to describe how the 
events of the weekend came to occur, 
following initial outbreaks of trouble on the 
Friday.
“You’ll remember that after the Friday 
incident, Brixton was peaceful until the 
Saturday afternoon. There was no necessity 
for police to flood the streets of Brixton on 
Saturday morning, because no-one was 
breaking the law. Yet they flooded the 
streets, which were crowded with Saturday 
shoppers (there is full shopping all days 
Saturdays in the U.K. -  ed) and that is how 
things began. They were clearly intent on 
initiating something.”
The continued claim, of course, is that the 
police were merely on the streets in their 
hundreds, to prevent the possibility of rioting 
and looting. Community and black leaders 
have continued to stress that this was simply 
Outright provocation.
Mr. Narayan said;“No rioting or looting 
started until Saturday afternoon. What I’m 
pointing to is this: At a time of peace and 
tranquillity, on the Saturday morning, hun­
dreds of people were marching the streets of 
Brixton. Why were they doing so? It wasn’t to 
keep law and order, because law and order 
were well intact. It seems to me they were 
intent on creating a situation to which they 
knew the black community would react.”
Of course, as I said earlier, there has been
the barrage of claims from the conservative 
side of politics that the- troubles were sparked 
by outside agitators. This allegation always 
sounds the same, whether it is coming from 
Joe McCarthy, Brezhnev, or a Conservative 
MP.
“There is no evidence that any outsiders 
came into Brixton, or were involved. People 
may have come from Peckham or Lewisham 
(neighbouring suburbs) but no other so- 
called “outsiders” were involved. In our view 
that was put forward as a smoke-screen to 
cloud allegations against the police.
“ It was actually a spontaneous'uprising by 
local people ... black and white ... against 
years of harassment and brutality by police.”
“The police have to learn to treat black and 
white working class people in an ordinary 
respectful way. The moment they begin to 
treat people like that, then the doors of 
communication will begin to open,” he said.
So now, in the wake of the riots, the 
Thatcher Government has set a clutch of 
committees of inquiry to the task of finding 
out what caused them. The Labor Party has 
pleaded for wider terms of reference, to take 
in what can only be realistically regarded as 
the real causes: Unemployment, poor hous­
ing, lack of prospects etc. for all racial groups 
in the ghettos of South London; with the 
added spur on blacks of the New Cross Fire, 
and attacks on them and other ethnic 
minorities by the National Front and their ilk. 
The inquiries might discover for the Riots -  
unlike the New Cross Fire -  the immediate 
spark. What it seems most unlikely they will 
report to the government is that the cause in 
general can only be modern Britain, and its 
mistresses and masters.
LARRY BUTTROSE
Anzac Day, in London 
courtesy the ALP (!)
I realised immediately I should have 
taken my Jo Jo Zep, Sports, and, most 
im p o rta n tly , my ch e rish e d  G arry  
Shearston tape: My arrival at the London 
Australian comm unity’s commemora­
tion of our most important national 
occasion was marred by hearing some 
blurry sort of Americanesque folk drivel­
ling from a portable cassette machine. 
The venue — a pub named “The 
Albany” in Euston; the occasion — 
Anzac Day, or night; the crowd — the 
London ALP. I walked in, ordered a beer 
— or lager, actually — and grieved the 
Shearston tape that was not with me, but 
on my rack, back home at Highgate.
The “Show” took place in a small bar-room 
specially hired for the occasion. There were 
about 40 of us there. Everyone looked poor, 
which isn’t surprising considering that the 
London prices kick the bejesus out of 
everyone’s wallet, and replacement notes 
are hard to come by. Everyone looked so 
Australian; was so Australian. I felt proud. 
There we were, all of us, p.e. teachers, 
English-as-a-foreign-language teachers, 
semi-employed journalists, dole-employed, 
students, reps, the rest . . .  all of us so 
distinctively Australian. All with so much to 
share. Seen singly in the street, anyone there 
would have been immediately recognisable 
as an Aussie. The hair, for starters, on both 
sexes. The clothes. One 2 JJ t-shirt an 
obvious give-away, but the rest utterly 
distinctive as well. Lots of corduroy, ill-fitting; 
dresses and skirts that looked re-run from old
tea-towel stock; men in pre-fashionable 
shirts and ties — and all of us dressing 
abysmally with national pride. For here was 
the last of the common denominators that 
distinguished us from the fashion and 
glitter-obsessed poms and Euro-riche — our 
dowdiness. Our shocking taste.
Beer was drunk for a number of hours, 
before the organizing sub-committee of the 
party brought out what the more starved 
among us had been waiting for so long — the 
tucker. And what would you expect for an 
Anzac Day feast? Yes, it was all there. 
Vegemite sandwiches, Vegemite on bread, 
hundreds and thousands on expansive 
slices of chaste white bread, lamingtons, 
made from a recipe kept secret for years by 
the Sainsbury’s chain of English food stores; 
and sausage rolls, of the English sawdust 
and pig offal variety, served regrettably a 
I’anglaise, — i.e. cold. The humble snag itself 
featured, again a I’anglaise, cut in half and 
cold as a dead rat. But such reservations 
aside, all of us tucked into it, and for a while 
forgot the snow and sleet that swirled outside 
the pub windows in the English spring.
After food, with everyone sitting around 
chatting easily about things like “do you 
know where I can buy some food? ” and “do 
you have an extra foot or so in your squat I 
could stand in?” it was time for Australian 
culture. This was marked by that most 
notable of all Australian literary spectacles, 
the poetry reading. First, a former drama 
student did a breathless rendition of “ I Love A 
Sunburnt Country” . After this, it was some­
one else’s turn. He firstly regaled the rapt 
audience with the timeless “Clancy of the
Overflow” , everyone no doubt reflecting that 
the references to the grime and grit of the city 
and the endless tramp of feet were so much 
more appropriate to London than Australia. 
After that, it was time for something a little 
more modern, and the crowd seemed even 
to appreciate this as well. It made me wonder 
why Australians don’t buy books of new 
poetry back home. Then came a young 
Australian student who brandished a copy of 
the poems of Judith Wright, but who also 
ended up getting a good reception.
After the culture, there were a few words 
from the local party branch head about plans 
for further shows, and then a return to 
drinking. This was done with considerable 
zeal, due probably to the parching effects of 
the half hour of culture. From there, the 
evening wound down in general. The re­
mains of the food were picked over, then 
picked over again. The sight of cocktail 
sausage rolls became even more repulsive. 
People began talking more and more about 
home. Whitlam, Apollo Bay, the Saints. And, 
starve the lizards, there was thatjesus jazzer 
Bob Dylan on the cassette machine when the 
thing was regenerated. Thus did the evening 
finally descend from the pinnacle to the 
pits . . . And so was the date celebrated 
when Churchill decided to “send in the 
colonials” , and 66 years ago, at his word 
from this dreary London, they were dumped 
at the bottom of some Turkish cliffs. I left 
before the nadir was reached, and drove 
home to play “ I Get A Kick Out Of You” in that 
marvellous drawl, and fortunately the Anzac 
Day Bob Dylan was quickly erased from my 
consciousness.
LARRY BUTTROSE
PLASTIC PERTH MELTS DOWN
Celebrated American journalist, Les­
ter Bangs, was once an endless source 
of amusement for me. He was forever 
c lu tc h in g  at s traw s  cas t dow n by 
saviours and crying into his Budweiser. 
Yet, now that Perth is becoming every­
day more like violent New York while 
remaining just as susceptible to facile 
trends as London, I can understand 
what Lester was about.
I hadn’t realise it before but like Lester, I 
have had a musical utopian vision all this 
time. But the Perth group I loved with all my 
heart and desired success for, more than any 
other are now an all too canny, elliptical 
kaleidoscopic parody of ‘what could have 
been’ at this point in their ‘career’.
Now the Perth music scene is repugnant to 
behold. The Triffids who in their teething 
days displayed a delightful amalgamation of 
influences incorporating such diversities a§ 
Jonathon Richman and Motown melodies, 
are now much less idiosyncratic and more 
consumer product orientated. They play the 
notes more precisely now but with less 
humanity. Still, teenage prodigies have to 
grow up one day. Soon their single will be 
out. The countdown has begun. The Triffids 
are on their way. I wash my hands of the 
whole affair.
The Triffids audience too, characterise 
part of what’s wrong with rock ‘n’ roll in this 
one horse town. They are one side of the 
shit-brown coin, a growing handful of rich, 
effete, pseudo-intellectuals who are as
mindlessly accepting as any village idiot but 
more culpable as a result.
The latest in a series of ugly developments 
is the advent of a handful of ‘no-hoper’ punk 
bands deeply rooted in the traditions of 1976, 
catering for the large number of soccer 
hooligans that frequent Perth. None of the 
bands shall gain publicity by mention here. 
Needless to say, their jackbooted audience 
make genocide seem just that much more 
acceptable. They think themselves anarchic 
when in fact thay are anachronistic and much 
more pathetic than hippies and others they 
deride and abuse.
Ever-present and unchanging are the 
m.o.r. and heavy pub-rock bands. Their 
audience consists of ockers. The two previ­
ous sentences have been valid for more than 
a decade and no doubt shall continue to be 
for another decade and beyond. This is most 
depressing.
New Perth band Confessions were for a 
flickering moment, the great white hope for a 
city steeped in darkness. But now they’ve 
been sucked into the trendy whirlpool of 
blitz-kids and new romanticism. Perhaps 
they don’t know that the whole movement is a 
lie. It is cold, unemotional and sexless. It is 
people pretending to be non-conformists and 
individuals, all the while adhering to the 
fashion doctrines of their peers.
The Scientists have split. The Manikins are 
off the road and have been for more than six 
months. The Plants have an e.p. out. I wish I 
had more time for them.
I guess the groups in Perth and their
audience characterise the malady of youth. It 
seems that society has spawned a tribe so 
dumb, cold and oppressed that hollow 
fantasy or violence is their only sport. All this 
to a tune of acceptable rebelliousness until 
they are old enough to get married and settle 
down to suburban normalcy.
I have a very clear vision of the collapse of 
society and the termination of civilisation. It 
really could so easily happen. Any moment. 
Maybe if we were all just a little bit more 
frightened and could see that what passes as 
progress is so often a sham born of 
desperation, corruption and the seeds of 
decay.
Funnily enough. I’m not as depressed 
about this as you may think. Some months 
ago I decided to sell my electric guitar and 
bow out of rock ‘n’ roll. I can see my mistake 
now. You can’t win the fight by yelling from 
halfpenny stalls. You have to be there in the 
arena/ So I’m hanging up my typewriter, 
buying another guitar and forming a band to 
play real music. I’m also going to become 
actively involved where it will do most good 
.. not in an ivory tower but in recording 
projects, so that people that should be heard 
get heard on vinyl.
Farewell ’til we may meet again.
KIM WILLIAMS
Kim has been our Perth correspondent for 
over two years. We are sad to see him hang up 
his typewriter, but wish him well in his new 
endeavour. Any Sandgropers who feel they 
can fill his shoes should drop the paper a line. -  
DR.
POLICE HARASS ABORIGINAL
BAND AT ROYAL 
PERFORMANCE
No Fixed Address find you can’t escape real life, 
even when you’re playing for Prince Charles.
The millions of T.V. watchers apross 
Australia who saw No Fixed Address, 
A de la ide ’s young A borig ina l reggae 
band, on the telecast of the Royal 
Charity Performance from Adelaide’s 
Festival Theatre last month, were prob­
ably unaware that they were the subject 
of some unwanted police attention both 
before and after they played.
Guitarist Chris Jones was questioned and
detained in the band’s dressing room iui a 
time by two detectives after a sum of money 
was reported missing from singer June 
Bronhill’s adjoining dressing room. Police 
claim they found Jones’ I.D. tag in the 
passage between the two rooms. Jones says 
he had used the passage earlier in the day to 
change into his stage clothes as the band’s 
dressing room was full of people.
But it was the police’s attitude that really 
upset the band. Their tour manager, Linda 
Samson said the band had been immediately
suspected because of their youth and the 
colour of their skins — the very discrimination 
that they protest about in their songs. None of 
the other artists on the show were even 
questioned by the police.
She also said that the band’s dressing 
room had been searched while a representa­
tive of their management was summoning a 
solicitor. The police, who were carrying a five 
and a half month old warrant, had been 
specifically requested to wait until the sol­
icitor arrived before proceeding witi. 
search, which yielded no sign of the missing 
money.
Legal action against the police, on a 
number of grounds including false imprison­
ment, is still being considered, although 
nothing will probably be done until the band 
return from their current national tour.
The film about No Fixed Address and their 
fellow black band Us Mob, called ‘Wrong 
Side of the Road’, is due for release in the 
very near future.
ASTOR OWNERSHIP 
MOVES FROM 
HOLLAND TO 
WEST GERMANY
The Astor Record Company was sold by Dutch 
multinational Phillips to West German multina­
tional Polygram earlier this month. However Astor 
will remain an autonomous company and will not 
be merged with Polygram Australia.
Besides operating the only major record pres­
sing plant in Melbourne and returning a healthy 
profit over the past three years Astor recently 
successfully renegotiated it’s deal with MCA in 
America for release of that label in this country. 
MCA, with artists such as Tom Petty and 
Wishbone Ash is Aster’s biggest label.
According to informed sources, reaction to the 
sale within Astor has been good and the staff are 
said to be glad to be owned by a record company 
rather than a washing machine manufacturer.
THIS YEAR S 
MODELS BRING 
FLOWERS TO 
THE BIRTHDAY 
PARTY
Three of the five Australian bands tip­
ped for overseas success by ROAD­
RUNNER readers in our 1980 Reader’s 
Poll made big strides towards that goal 
last month. (Of the other two. Split Enz 
have already had success overseas with 
‘True Colours’, and the Reels, well, see 
Brett Wright’s story elsewhere).
The three bands in question are Models, Flow­
ers and the Birthday Party.
Models have signed a deal with A&M for the U.K. 
and Europe after impressing A&M’s Derek Green 
on the Australian Police tour earlier this year (the 
Police are also on A&M.) The band will be flying to 
England in late May for a few dates and a general 
look around.
One of the bands they might be looking at is their 
ex-Melbourne contemporaries, the Birthday Party, 
who have received over-the-top reviews of their 
latest album, ‘Prayers On Fire’ in the tough and 
cynical British music press. ‘The best thing to 
come out of Australia since Fosters Lager’ said 
N.M.E. (what would they know, says the cynical 
Australian music press). ‘Prayers On Fire’ has 
been in the independent Top Ten albums since its 
release and at the time of going to press was 
nestled snugly at No. 3, It even ‘bubbled under’ the 
normal Top 30 chart for a week. Hot patouli huh?
Despite what the Adelaide News said on April 
30th, Flowers have NOT yet signed a deal with 
Chrysalis Records for the world outside Australia, 
according to their manager Ray Hearn. Although 
Hearn had just spent 8 weeks in Los Angeles 
talking with Chrysalis he said there were still a 
couple of points to be negotiated before any ink 
was spilled. He did say though that the deal was 
almost certain to go ahead. The band’s album 
‘Icehouse’, has already been scheduled for re­
lease three times by Chrysalis. It has been re­
mixed by Iva Davies in Los Angeles and will have a 
different cover when it is eventually released there.
Commenting on reports that it was the ‘biggest 
deal ever for an Australian band’, Hearn snarled 
and said, ‘‘Which Australian band hasn’t had the 
biggest deal? Daddy Cool, Skyhooks, Sher­
b e t.. . the biggest deal is Little River Band’s be­
cause they’ve sold the most albums.”
The highlight of his trip to LA was however se­
eing the Dead Kennedys live. ‘I .iiissed the Sex 
Pistols’, he said dreamily, ‘I sure wasn’t going to 
miss the D.K.’s.
Adelaide punters will have the chance to see Iva 
and the lads in a double dreamboat extravaganza 
with Paul Kelly and the Dots (not forgetting local 
techno-futurists Nuvo Bloc) at Festival Theatre on 
May 23rd.
ROAPRUNNER 3
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JOHN DOE’S 
RUINED SCENE
ICONOCLASTS: 4 
ALBATROSSES: nil
“I ’ve just killed a lemon, would anyone like some blood?
i
I’ve been abused in local punkzine  
D.N.A. for calling weak-headed Bombay 
Rock punks . .weak-headed Bombay 
Rock punks.” Crime, sin. Some people 
just can’t stand the sight of real fruit juice.
Oh, well, back to my old tirade against 
conformists. These people are a blight, a 
curse, and a dead loss. Their very existence 
is what killed the spirit of the music and (anti-) 
style to which they so insistently adhere. By 
standing so uniformly still, they are precisely 
the conservatives against whom they are 
(supposedly) ‘rebelling’.
To clarify, they are hippies; carrying on a 
lowest common denominator representation 
of something originally absolutely diverse. 
They are what allowed the companies (and 
the media, for that matter) to dilute, castrate 
and conform to a mould (mold), something 
which existed to break the previous moulds 
built upon the same basis in the late sixties 
and early seventies.
Seventies hippies, eighties ‘punks’, where 
lies the difference Harry Butler?
To be fair, the (abundant) presence of 
these fanzines is a blessed sign that some 
semblance of health exists in the local envi­
ronment. These people might just be the only 
ones around with any spirit, and who feel 
anything approaching real excitement (albeit 
by proxy).
It’s a bit of a shame that the magazine in 
question has a unique, but dubious method 
of gathering information. Not always un­
reliable, but judging from the incredible stuff 
in the last issue about the Moodists (Sput­
niks), and The Bad Poets, it would seem that 
eavesdropping on conversations is a little 
suspect. Maybe this time Harry was paying 
for Jade’s drinks.
Safety pins and badges, beads and 
bracelets.
And speaking of icons, those running dog 
Yankee imperialists have been at it again. 
Buggering with the 0-zone, putting big Milo 
tins in space and bringing them back again. 
Killing little seagulls on the launch-pad. 
Making me lose a bet.
It was a dirty trick, building up our hopes 
like that. I thought that after all those delays 
and so-on, it was too good a bet to pass up. It 
had to fail.
It was at a time when the Yanks couldn’t 
win. One of their submarinies had just had a 
parking accident. A Japanese ship didn’t use 
its blinkers, and g'ot sent to Davey Jones’ for 
its trouble. Ahd the sub didn’t even hang 
around to look for survivors. Hit and run, very 
embarrassing. .
Then the nasty Russians played dirty and 
didn’t invade Poland. And that’s not too 
bloody polite, especially when the Americans 
were already in their dinner suits, and the 
taxi-cab was waiting.
Ronnie Reagan caught one midway up the 
torso, causing all sorts of fun and games. The 
poor bugger, what’s he ever been a party to 
that someone shouldn’t like him so much?
Well, anyway, the Space Shuttle, costing 
enough to buy the whole of Queensland 
(Joh’d set a pretty good price, after all), just 
had to be the icing on the cake. And what ho, 
after all the omens and threats, I’ll be damned 
if the thing didn’t turn around and take off, 
instead of doing what it was supposed to do, 
stick to the ground like a vulcanised brick. 
What’s more, that unbelievable contraption 
flew in and landed. Pretty good party trick, 
that.
J. Doe
Poor old RAM really copped it over the 
head from Music Express’s Steve Curtis the 
other day. Harsh words were spoken about 
the advertising of Jim Beam in a children’s 
paper.
And just when Roadrunner was angling for 
a joint spread between the manufacturers of 
well known sleeping tablets and a chain of all 
night chemist shops. P’raps J.B. would have 
been in on that one.
Just think of the slogans. Market them like 
some kind of fast food: Mandy McShitfaced. 
Or: “Hey kidz! Be the firstjunky on your block. 
Be on Mike Willesee. Live the adventurous 
life of car chases. . . danger and excitement. 
Meet media personality ‘Old George’.”
And the theme music could be ‘Chewy, 
Chewy’ (if you remember back that far).
They might as well run an ad. inviting kids 
to become alcoholics, EXCEPT that the ad. is 
almost totally irrelevant since people from the 
thirteen to twenty-five age group (or what­
ever the program cited) already know about 
these things.
Why? Because they’re advertised through 
a far more powerful medium, that being tele­
vision. I can’t for one minute believe that the 
T.V. stations really think that thirteen to 
eighteen year olds turn the set off when Fat 
Cat goes to bed.
And as if things like those glorified Willesee 
programmes ever made any difference. So 
they nailed old George, as though there’s 
no-one going to take his place. Real heroes, 
they sure got to the heart of the problem. Not 
that anyone ever will. It will always boil down 
to harassment of the small-fry, because they 
can’t touch the big guys (if they know who 
they are).
Where the hell does anyone get off 
moralising like that, when there isn’t anyone 
who’s exactly without sin. Say the T.V. won’t 
have cigarette ads, and won’t advertise al­
cohol during peak viewing time, but they’ll put 
Keith Richards or Sid Vicious (well, not lately) 
on a prime time news programme.
And cripes, people like Malcolm Fraser, 
Bob St. Maria, and James Freud can get on 
T.V. any time they like.
I think it’s reasonable for Steve Curtis and 
Music Express to make the statement that 
they did, and frankly they’re probably dead 
right, but you ought to have youre own back­
yard pretty tidy in such a situation.. Pointing 
out one glaring misuse of power doesn’t 
eliminate the massive number of small (but 
added up, just as dangerous) misuses and 
abuses.
And the big boss Prince Charles came to 
town and blew it. The poor bloke, got a cros­
sed line, and it just happened to be some 
mercenary journalistic type on the other end. 
How would you feel, if you were going to be 
King of Australia, finding our that you’d been 
overheard saying something like . . 
another boring dinner with another boring 
Governor” .
’We all know how boring governors are, 
and we all know how boring Charlie is, but the 
idiot was probably hoping that the other idiots 
in Australia were going to like him. Now he’s 
really done it, the moronic housewife set is 
gonna hate his guts.
Yes, yes, yes, I like the greasy little newt 
more and more.
But the Bogtrotters want to blow him up. 
Now that Bobby Sands has been killed, old 
Charlie’d better forget how to read. You’d 
have to be pretty damn stupid to go on being 
representative of something as sick as the 
 ̂madness in N. Ireland, and choose to ignore 
it. You wouldn’t expect Lady Di to lift a finger, 
would you?
Prince of Wales might be spelt D.I.R.T. 
soon.
'  ' in  - . *< . °  '•
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Sir,
Roadrunner is the best 
music paper Australia has, 
last month’s Adam and the 
Ants feature was a classic. 
But that April Gen X Album 
Review is just wrong. They 
‘don’t commit themselves 
. . .’, ‘lack sincerity . . .’
Generation X have been 
the victim from beginning to 
end of journalists unable/ 
unwilling to understand, to 
become involved. There 
was no lack of commitment, 
sincerity on Billy Idol’s part. 
“ Your Generation’’ was 
‘negativity’? No! You make 
it that, you interpret it that 
way. It is the lis tener’s 
problem if you feel it as an 
attack rather than as a ral­
lying point, an ‘anthem’. 
Gen X is only a beginning 
for Billy, but he spent the 
last four years being sav­
aged for his love.
Ridiculed as teeny punks 
— oh, what a sin. As glam- 
rock revivalist cause they 
dared to dress up back in 
’77. (Steve Strange saw 
that future, he was their 
roadie) and now as shallow, 
as a cash in. What really 
gives that review away is 
the line ‘. .. as meaningless 
as a dictionary . . .’ Yes a 
dictionary is meaningless if 
YOU don’t have anything 
more to offer, if you want TV 
entertainment, forget Gen 
X. ‘Kiss Me Deadiy’ and go 
find something that does it 
all for you.
Why did I bother to write 
this letter? Well this is it— to 
the writers who crucify 
bands like Generation X; 
the serious press that 
started the ’70s attacking 
Marc Bolen and start the 
’80s attacking Spandau 
Ballet; to the starters of the 
imminent anti-Ants 
backlash and to the Chisels 
attitude to appearance on 
the Rock awards ‘. . . your 
twisted cynicism makes me 
feel sick!. . .’ Thank you, 
Paul Weller.
Thank you and goodnight 
— Mike 
Berkeley, N.S.W.
. . . er, talking of the ‘immi­
nent ’ anti-Ants backlash...
A few notes on the March 
Roadrunner:
Joe Strummer and Paul 
Weller slag off at each 
other, but we all know 
they’re equally guilty of the 
“plagiarism” they pretend to 
abhor.
Adam Ant’s frontier 
theory is full of shit, more 
red-neck than red indian. 
But what else can we ex­
pect from a man whose
P.O. Box 90, 
Eastwood S.A. 5063.
guitarist tells us gets his 
ideas from Hollywood 
rather than sources closer 
to reality? The warrior is 
simply a primitive form of in- 
stitutionalised violence. 
Ronald Reagan and the 
Sandinista love you, Adam.
So what I want to know is. 
Why don’t your journalists 
ask the “stars” about these 
things. Vaguely muttering 
“Well Joe, the Jam aren’t 
that bad. . . ” and “Hey Paul, 
you know I didn’t mind Joe’s 
singing on . . .” is not 
enough. I would like a 
straight answer to an inter­
viewer with the guts to criti­
cise Weller for ripping off 
“Taxman” . I used to adore 
the Jam but, because of 
this, I can’t anymore; simple 
as that. It’s become easy to 
attack the old dinosaurs of 
rock, Roadrunner, what 
about pushing for a bit of 
honesty -in the ‘‘New 
Wave” ?
One last comment; your 
singles reviewer seems to 
have been reading too 
much N.M.E. Like most 
people, I read singles re­
views for information, not 
laughs, and I don’t see the 
point in giving the singles 
page to someone who 
spends more space on the 
latest single of “ Dave and 
the Derros” than on 
“X.T.C.” , and who admits to 
never liking previous sing­
les of “Jo Jo Zep and The 
Falcons” .
MICHAEL DUFFY 
Turramurra, Sydney.
Dear Roadrunner,
“ The world according to 
Craig N. Pearce” is a view­
point flawed by the limita­
tions and fashionable, 
pseudo angst of its sole 
perpetrator and ̂ adherent. 
Since Pearce by his own 
admission is aware of an 
appreciable quantity of 
dead brain cells within his 
own neurological condition, 
it becomes obvious to any 
reader that the man’s 
reasoning is suspect. His 
review of VOXPOP in the 
March issue of ROAD­
RUNNER enables the band 
in the space of a mere 
paragraph, to undergo a 
metamorphosis from a 
“subversive band of enter­
tainers of the most minister 
kind” to “endless, inoffen­
sive blandness” . The read­
er is then treated to male 
sexist over generalization 
and stereotyping, courtesy 
of Mr. Pearce’s dubious 
perception.
The Keyboard player in 
VOXPOP contributes as a
Musician. The fact that the 
keyboard player is a 
Woman is irrelevant. The 
narrow minded discharge 
written by Pearce in relation 
to this area is unique in its 
rashly assertive ugliness 
and inaccuracy. Most of the 
Writing on page 24 of your 
issue is patently unreward­
ing for anyone.
RICHARD WARD, 
VOXPOP,
Melbourne
Dear Roadrunner,
As a regular reader of your 
magazine, I am usually im­
pressed by the high stan­
dard of your articles and 
your comprehensive cover 
of.the local music scene. 
However, I feel I now have 
just cause for complaint. It 
seems to me that you are 
remiss in your duty to your 
readers when you fail to 
give due credit (or even 
mention) to Adelaide’s most 
successful and innovative 
band. I am speaking of 
course, of “Safari Set” . In 
the 6 months they have 
been performing this excel­
lent 3 piece band have risen 
from relative obscurity to 
become our most popular 
and regularly working band. 
Why? Because they are 
damn good! On the many 
occasions I have seen the 
band they have played to 
capacity audiences and 
never once to an empty 
dance floor! The high stan­
dard of their music and 
stage performance sets 
them apail from the run of 
the mill. §ven when they 
won the coveted SSA-FM 
“ Summer Search” you 
gave them no more than a 
cursory mention and de­
voted more newsprint tothe 
losing bands. Is that fair? I 
don’t know if your attitude 
stems from a personal 
grudge against the band or 
its members but I feel the 
matter should be rectified 
as soon as possible.
Yours sincerely,
J. Willoughby
Mylor, S.A.
Dear J.,
No, I don’t have any per­
sonal grudge against the 
members or Safari Set, all 
of whom I know. I don’t per­
sonally agree that they are 
Adelaide’s “most success­
ful and innovative band” but 
that certainly won’t pre­
clude an article appearing 
on them in the very near fu­
ture.
Fair enough,
DR.
Jo Moore, lead vocalist with Mel­
bourne’s Fabulaires, was killed in a 
car accident on April 11. Jo was  
fa m ilia r  to A dela ide  aud iences  
through “Bank of France” and the 
“Crochettes”. At 21, she was also a 
w ell known session singer whose 
last work appears on the Paul Kelly 
and the Dots’ album “Talk”.
Roadrunner o ffers our deepest 
sympathy to Jo’s family and friends.
She w ill be sadly missed.
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THE ALBUM : LINK 14 
CASSETTE ; LING 14
*  FIRST 1000 ON 
FIRE-RED VINYL
*  ALSO AVAILABLE
“ NICK THE STRIPPER” 
B/W “ BLUNDERTOWN/ 
CATH Y’S KISSES”
A 1 2 " 45 RPM. MAXI-SINGLE
Records M>rcf
A  CASE FOR 
EVERYTHING 
AND EVERYTHING 
IN ITS CASE
CASES ALL SHAPES & SIZES, SOME YOU’VE 
SEEN, OTHERS TO SEE.
SET OUT.
SET IN.
»  *»»
FRESH IDEAS IN CASE BUILDING AN D  STAG­
ING COMBINATIONS TO SET YOUR SET APART 
FROM THE REST.
TRADE ENQUIRIES MORE THAN WELCOME. 
ALL FREIGHT COSTS INCLUDED.
ROAD CASES, LIGHTING CASES, GUITAR 
CASES, ANYTHING CASES.
ALL CUSTOM MADE TO YOUR SPEX.
CALL ROADRUNNER (0 8 )4 2 3 0 4 0  FOR 
FURTHER DETAILS OR A .H . 2 7 1 2 4 5 0  -  
STUART.
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THE MARCH OF THE MODS
During January of this year I had vis­
ited the legendary Sussex hotel in Syd­
ney, HQ of the Sydney Mod scene. It 
proved a thoroughly enjoyable evening 
and it was there that I first learned of 
a possible trip to Melbourne by Mod 
Sydneysiders.
April 17 saw that possibility materialise as some 
fifty or sixty Sydney Mods made their way to the 
bleak tram scarred city of Melbourne. Originally 
twice that figure were expected to make the jour­
ney but a mix up with ANR cut the numbers some­
what. Instead a coach was used and was approp­
riately named the ‘Magic Bus’. Around a dozen 
scooters also made the trip but used the railways 
to transport them from Sydney to Melbourne. A few 
cars were also used. So with all this set to take 
place myself and some other Adelaide Mods de­
cided to pack our Parkas, three buttoned suits and 
Fred Perrys and make the trip.
After twelve hours of boredom and fatigue on the 
never ending highways we finally reached our de­
stination, the Great Southern hotel on Spencer 
Street which to say the least had experienced a 
Mod takeover. The main event of the ‘invasion", as 
it was termed, was three appearances by Sydney 
Mod band ‘The Sets’ and one each by ‘Division 4’ 
and Melbourne’s own ‘Little Murders’. But first 
there was a sort of introductory party in the rather 
posh suburb of Toorak. After an initial get to know 
you period the party was soon in full swing with one 
of the memorable moments being the playing of 
‘My Generation’ with scenes reminiscent of the 
famous Kitchener Road party scene from the film 
Quadrophenia. Friday nights proceedings took us 
to the ‘Jump Club’ in Collingwood where ‘The Sets’ 
made their fist appearance. To someone used to 
the almost non-existent Mod scene in Adelaide the 
sight of some two dozen scooters rolling up to the 
Jump Club as they did that night, will remain in 
memory for a long time and certainly made the 
day’s fatigue fed tiredness well worthwhile.
First nights are always hard but ‘The Sets’ com­
ing on at the unearthly hour of Midnight as back up 
for Paul Kelly and the Dots did a good job and with 
a hundred or so Mods adding enthusiastic support 
(jumping from the stage into the crowd a speciality) 
a good time was had by all. The Sets play mainly
original material with ‘The Scene’ and ‘Clean Liv­
ing Under Difficult Circumstances ’ being stand out 
songs. ‘The Scene’, written mainly about the Sus­
sex hotel, remains a personal favourite with its ska 
based verses and driving choruses providing an 
infectious dance number. Covers include '/ Can’t 
Explain, ‘Hi Heel Sneakers’, and a not quite per­
fected ‘My Generation’ used as an encore, with 
perhaps their best cover being Purple Hearts’ 
‘Frustration’ which usually has both band and 
crowd almost hitting the ceiling jumping to its 
crashing chords.
Saturday certainly proved to be the climax of the 
weekend with the three bands mentioned all play­
ing at the Crystal Ballroom as part of a special Mod 
night. Unfortunately I didn’t get to see Little Mur­
ders due to an enlightening discussion with some 
of the locals downstairs but on all accounts they 
were good and certainly made the night a feast of 
music and dancing. However I did get my first look 
at Division 4 and was very impressed. Div 4 play 
more covers than the Sets do but this doesn’t 
mean they’re any better or worse off for it. Included 
are the Beatles’ ‘Taxman’, a rather punky ‘Step­
ping Stone’, Wilson Pickett’s immortal ‘Midnight 
Hour’ and ‘The Batman Theme’ which had about a 
dozen Mods dancing on stage. There was an inter­
ruption near the end of the set when some brain­
less punk started kicking in a speaker but needless 
to say was quickly chased out via the stage. This 
was followed by one of the scooters having its 
windshield smashed, by whom I’m not sure as 
details were sketchy at the time. Division 4 had 
played well and had warmed the crowd up enough 
to expect and demand something special from the 
Sets. Well they certainly delivered the goods as 
they punched out a dynamic set which completely 
outshone the nights before. Together with the 
crowd, the Sets and Mod had something to prove 
and the one thing they, or should I say we, proved 
was the togetherness and good fun that Mod is. 
Everybody was as one that night and the whole 
thing peaked with the smashing of the guitar to 
signal the end of the greatest youth anthem ever 
written, ‘My Generation’, and the famous ‘we are 
the Mods’ chant which followed, echoing and vib­
rating around the ballroom leaving locals if not 
impressed, certainly knowing we were there.
As every Mod knows, there’s got to be a come
down and I guess Sunday could have been just 
that. A proposed scooter run to the Dandenongs 
became a run to Portsea, except the scooters went 
somewhere else while the coach took four hours to 
go to Portsea and back with only a half hour stop 
for food. The final Sets performance was at Macy’s 
that night, starting early for a change as back up to 
the Models. The place seemed half empty and 
after the Saturday night euphoria the Sets gave an 
average performance which could only be ex­
pected really, but nevertheless it was still enjoy­
able and danceable. While waiting for the coach 
outside to take us to a final party, the weekend’s 
only real violent incident took place. A passing car 
made some stupid statement about the type of 
people that ride scooters and consequently got a 
slight kicking as it drove off up the road. Not think­
ing any more of it we continued to wait and about 
an hour later the very same car drove past and 
lobbed a petrol bomb at three or four scooters 
parked in the road which were quickly dragged free 
from any damage. Unfortunately editor of Shake 
and Shout magazine, Stephen Dettre, was taken 
to hospital with slight burns to the wrist and lower 
arm providing the weekend’s only casualty.
Sunday night finished off with a party in an old 
warehouse come barn type place which someone 
had kindly lent us for the evening. By the end of the 
night people were beginning to get tired after a 
hectic weekend and a few arguments took place 
as to how a few things had been organised like the 
Portsea debacle. But as I said it had been a hectic 
weekend and I expect things will sort themselves 
out with the resumption of regular activities back in 
Sydney.
So all in all a great weekend which I for one will 
remember for a long time. The only real conclusion 
from the weekend is that some sort of Mod scene 
should be developed in Adelaide. There are a 
couple of things in the pipeline at the moment and if 
there is one thing we have over Sydney it’s the fact 
that Channel Seven’s Music Express appears to 
be the only TV programme supporting and promot­
ing The Jam, a group that is as important to the 
Mod scene as the Who was during the sixties. You 
see, most Mods are Jam fans so more Jam fans 
means potentially more Mods. So in the words of 
Secret Affair ‘This is the time for action!’
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SITTING IN  THEFRONT SEAT
CAPRIS
A history
Famous for “ five m inutee” in Darling- 
hurst back in 1979 as a spiky, incomp­
etent, pop band populated by amateur 
boys and girls with songs about going up 
in lifts and lying on beaches, in 1980 they 
become mildly notorious, for a single 
called “ Dead B udg ies ’T M y  City of 
Sydney” , back to back parodies of a 
civic ‘anthem ’ and the Bee Gees.
In Sydney they get on The news, 
elsewhere they get on alternate radio. They 
visit Melbourne, things change, people 
leave, including drummer Nancy Serapax, 
and they spend much of their time building a 
recording studio where they can hang out 
and get it together. They meet bassist Todd 
Hunter from decaying superstars Dragon, 
and eventually he becomes their producer. 
XL Capris are moving up in the world purely 
through their own persistence, though record 
companies are showing no interest in this 
grinding, somehow, ungraspable “ fun” 
music.
“There was a time about a year ago,” says 
singer Johanna Piggot, “when every band 
except us was being offered a recording 
contract. . .  a lot of them signed five years 
away for a few bucks. And where are they 
now?”
XL Capris form their own label. Axle, 
instead, and work out a deal with 7 Records. 
With the dawning of ’81 comes a first album. 
It’s got a dull cover, a lot of the music is 
hesitant, monotone stuff but if sells well 
enough in Sydney and Melbourne to nudge 
the charts. Someone buys one copy in Perth 
and in Adelaide naturally, it sells nothing at 
all. Even more amazing, the Capris have a 
Sydney hit single! Third World War, it’s 
called, a weary, catchy, pop song, it’s 
boosted into the charts by various sneaky 
tactics, and is the first “ independent” single 
to do so. By this time, Todd Hunter, having 
refused all profitable offers of Dragon reun­
ions, has joined the Capris on guitar, and
thethey hit the road to promote 
They’re enjoying i t .
album.
Adrian
XL Capris are a serious band:
“We’re not dilettantes!” says Johanna, her 
eyes flashing. “You don’t stick at it for two 
and a half years and all the things we’ve been 
through, if you’re not serious” .
The reasons for such accusations lie close 
to hand. Both Johanna and guitarists/writer 
Erroll Gooding come from a theatrical 
background. Tim is an author (soap operas, 
musicals like “ Rock-Ola” ) and they admit 
they’re late starters in rock ‘n’ roll. “There are 
bands with eighteen years old that have been 
at it for two years . . .  it’s just that we’re a bit 
older, and we’ve also been at it for two 
years,” says Gooding. “ I was always a fan, 
and I decided that the time had come to do 
something about it. When I was a kid running 
about the bush up in Tamworth I never 
bothered to learn an instrument. But the time 
comes when you have to make a stand, or 
else it gets too late. And in 1978 the tolerance 
for incompetence was high . . .  so we started 
a band.”
There’s hints of that non-musical past still, 
most notably in literary overtones to the 
; lyrics, which sometimes seem too clever by 
half. But the Capris are anxious not to be 
seen in such a suspicious light. “We spent 
the whole of last years being gloomy,” says 
Johanna, “trying to get away from the label 
Dead Budgies landed us with. I think we 
probably bored enough people to 
succeed . . . ”
In Search Of An Image:
XL Capris have a striking female lead 
singer and a guitarist with a theatrical 
background, but they don’t bother to exploit 
such profitable assets. “There was a gig up in 
Dapto where I told the DJ we had flash 
bombs and smoke, and he was really 
disappointed when they didn’t materialise. . .  
we’ve just got our first ever backdrop. It was 
made by one of our roadies who sews in his 
spare time, and it’s great. Those big letters 
saying XL Capris feel a bit intimidating, 
though.”
Enter Todd Hunter:
He slumps into a chair in a deserted bar at 
Macy’s, unshaven, and looking like the 
burliest of truckies in his sleeveless bolier 
suit. He explains how he came to join the 
Capris.
“The last twelve months with Dragon were 
terrible they were sinking into being a cabaret 
band. I used to have to grit my teeth to go on 
stage. I was trying to get them away from 
tuba bass lines and pianos, but they couldn’t.
I used to come along to see the XL Capris 
because they had good songs . . .  I started 
producing them and it went from there, but I 
didn’t want to play bass again. With guitar, it’s 
just like I’m starting from scratch again.”
On Becoming Musically 
Proficient.
“You can just do so much more” , says 
Johanna. “ I used to play bass in the first 
version of the band, do a lot of the arranging 
— we were limited by what I could play and 
sing at the same time. Now we can get the 
sounds in our heads down on to tape. Now 
we’ve got him — “she gestures towards 
Todd” . . . and he can play practically 
everything, which makes it easier. They’ve 
also found a rhythm section after a long 
search, who can belt it out with variation and 
proficiency. “But we’re not going to abandon 
our p a s t. . . we’ll still be putting out the old 
band’s material we’ve got on tape out on 
B-sides.”
On making it, and the XL Capris 
audience:
“You’ve just got to get out into the suburbs. 
In Sydney you have a band like poor old Pel 
Mel, who are this month’s darlings with the 
avante garde. They’re topping bills, but when 
they’re out of favour with those people they’ll 
have nowwhere to go. I think we’ve escaped 
that — the outer suburban audiences are 
coming into the city to see us. As for our 
audience, they seem to be a cross section. 
Though we do have our followers, like the 
ones who call themselves the swamp crea­
tures — they come to every gig. They do 
things like crawl across the floor on their 
stomachs. . .  then there’s the one’s who dive 
onto the floor as if they’re riding a wave... we 
go over okay with surfies.”
“We’ve got some status with the industry 
now. For a long time those people didn’t want 
to know about us. But now they realise they 
can make some bucks out of it.”
Being Independent
“With Dead Budgies we did everything 
ourselves. Took it around the record shops, 
everything . . .  but it’s a drain on your energy. 
We feel comfortable with 7 Records because 
they’re still small and raw . . .  we give them 
the product and the art work and all they have 
to do is sell it. It’s working out OK we’re not 
prisoners of some corporation.”
Where They Fit In
“Nowhere really. We always kept our­
selves separate from the Sydney under­
ground. We had a sense of humour, sure . . .  
we needed it when we were playing to 
fourteen people. The only thing you can do is 
talk to them, try to make them laugh. Our fans 
used to cheer us when we got through a song 
without falling in a heap. We try to keep that 
edge there, relate to real life some way” . 
(Listen to the album; no fantasy situations or 
bleak synthesised landscapes here. The XL 
Capris are a human band.)
Futures
“We’ll keep doing it as long as it’s 
enjoyable,” says Todd. “The old cliche.” 
“Maybe it will last a couple of years,” says 
Erroll. “ I hope it never becomes a grinding 
sort of situation.”
“Our drummer wants the band to last twenty 
years,” says Johanna. “Like Charlie Watts 
with the Stones — his father was a drummer 
who kept playing till he died. He also wants to 
write our next hit single — he probably will. 
It’ll be his first song.”
The XL Capri was a cheap flash variation of 
the Ford Cortina popular in Britain back in the 
sixties; most of them, I suppose, have rusted 
away by now. But some good times were had 
in their back seats. Pick up this band the next 
time they’re in your city . . .
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Okay. I give up. I confess that I saw the 
one band three times within one week. 
And I say that the band was Mink de Ville 
and that they must be the best white 
band currently working in New York if not 
the whole U.S.A. But I’m getting ahead 
of myself here. First things first.
The week began on a low. Adam and the 
Ants sell out show at a dance hall called the 
Ritz, hot venue for all the Brit acts (of recent 
weeks it has played host to Teardrop 
Explodes, Echo and the Bunnymen and U2). 
Much hyped Kings of the Wild Frontier has 
sold 100,000 copies in the U.S., but just how 
big they can be in the land where anyone 
from Britain other than the Clash is regarded 
with bemused indifference remains to be 
seen. Whatever, a few silly slogans (‘sex- 
people’ indeed), the jacket David Hemmings 
wore in the film the Charge of the Light 
Brigade, and some recycled old Gary Glitter 
riffs do not the future of rock and roll make. 
Not for me anyway.
Next night was opening night for one of the 
reggae bands, Jamaica’s Burning Spear. 
Real roots music with bass so heavy it made 
your bones vibrate, and over the top of it all 
the positively inspirational voice of Winston 
Rodney. Great on disc, even better in the 
flesh, although the venue. Bond’s (Manhat­
tan’s largest disco), is the last word in 
Babylonian decadence. It’s all very sixties 
psychedelic, with cosmic lighting and infla­
table silver squid that come down out of the 
ceiling and tumesce. Still, some sort of mood 
was created by New York’s handful of rastas, 
one of whom brought along a big conga drum 
and played along with the band from the 
middle of the crowd — lovely.
Contrasts continued the next night with a 
trip to the Nassau Coliseum — about one 
hour by bus to the heart of suburban Long 
Island — to see current chart-darlings, REO 
Speedwagon (number one in New York with 
the Ip Hi Infidelity and single Keep on Loving 
You). Nassau Coliseum is one of the biggest 
venues in the country, seating only a couple 
of thousand less than New York’s famed 
Madison Square Garden, which holds 
20,000. None of the New York hip elite would 
be caught dead there, especial for a band like 
REO Speedwagon, your protype mid-west 
white all American band (cf Styx, Foreigner, 
Van Halen, Kansas et al). B-O-R-l-N-G. I 
went there partly out of curiosity (What would 
the audience be like? Answer, discovered in 
five minutes: overweight young white kids in 
blue jeans and running shoes. What would 
the band be like? Answer, also discovered in 
five minutes: usual male posturing with guitar 
as surrogate penis, lots of talk about ‘pretty 
women’ and ‘drugs’ : apathetic fantasy 
eagerly gobbled up by white American youth) 
and partly out of politeness (the record 
company had provided the bus and the ticket,
although it was interesting to see that the PR 
woman only lasted two numbers in the hall)..
Then the week took a great turn for the 
better. Mink de Ville plays Hitsville a new 
venue way out in Passaic Park, New Jersey. 
Linder normal circumstances it would be 
unthinkable to go outside Manhattan to look 
for entertainment. But a vigorous regime had 
been instituted by rock scribbler Stuart 
Coupe in town for two weeks and determined 
to see EVERYTHING. Let me tell you that 
Passaic Park is only 13 miles from Manhat­
tan. Your intrepid travellers leave New York 
at 11.20 to catch the midnight show, slightly 
shell-shocked by the fact that the taxi trip is 
going to cost double the meter because our 
destination is in the next state (i.e. New 
Jersey). The damage should be about $30.
At 12 o’clock we are sitting in a stationary 
line of traffic at the entrance to the Lincoln 
Tunnel, which goes under the Hudson River, 
connecting Manhattan with New Jersey. At 
this stage we are anxiously counting our cash 
($15 on the meter and we haven’t even gone 
three miles). We decide to beat a strategic 
retreat and ask the driver to do something 
illegal and get us out of this mess. We are 
stopped by a really offensive cop who gives 
the taxi driver heaps even though we plead 
dumb tourists etc. He gets booked and we 
decide we must push on. The traffic begins to 
move and 20 minutes and $70 later (vye give 
him everything we’ve got — even so, it won’t 
cover his fine), we arrive at suburban 
Hitsville.
Mink de Ville has only just stepped on 
stage, and, as soon becomes apparent, is 
HOT. Willy de Ville is the great unknown 
Hispanic Mr. Cool, with his thin moustache, 
his three piece suit and the skinniest tie in the ' 
world. He sings ’em all — Cadillac Walk, 
Spanish Stroll, and Mixed Up Shook Up Girl 
from the first Ip, Cabretta, and lots from the 
last incomparable offering, 7e Chat Bleu — 
This Must Be The Night, Bad Boy, Mazurka 
and a scorching reading of Just to Walk That 
Little Girl Home, th e  so-called ‘New Roman­
tics’ look like the fat, emotionally pimply 
youths that they really are beside this 
peerless interpreter of Latin-based, soulful 
street songs. He came back with a couple of 
encores, including ‘Maybe Tomorrow’ from 
the forthcoming album, wearing a big lipstick 
kiss on one cheek. What class!
Oh, the band was pretty good, too. Watch 
out for the new Ip, which will be released in 
Australia through Michael Gudinski’s new 
label. Why de Ville and his band remain 
virtually unknown despite three superb re­
cords is a mystery (although his old label, 
Capitol, seem to have ignored him, and his 
manager does not do much to facilitate 
interviews. I have been trying for five 
months!).
Anyway, the delights of Mink de Ville
sustained a two hour wait in the rain for the 
last bus back to New York. At least it only cost 
$1.50. It also meant that I developed a Grand 
Passion, and, as I said at the beginning. I’ve 
seen the band twice more since then. Once 
on a bill with Willy Nile (this year’s Steve 
Forbert/Bruce Springsteen/Bob Dylan) as 
part of a live to air radio broadcast. Each 
band did a 30 minute set and then got to rap 
with the dee-jay, a florid, porky, 55 year old 
man in a tweed jacket who made Mac Cocker 
seem positively youthful. Too many Schaefer 
beer-sponsored radio shows. I’d say. Willy 
de Ville handled himself well, drank no 
Schaefer beer, and survived to appear again 
for a long set (just over an hour — New York 
sets are usually about 45 minutes) at the 
ritzy, revamped, deco nightclub the Savoy. 
This turned out to be the perfect setting, on 
the stage where Steve Allen had hosted his 
famous TV variety show, the stage on which 
Elvis Presley had made his first appearance 
on national television. Basically the same 
set, but with a couple more tantalizing new 
numbers. I think I’ll take up Mink de Ville. I 
need a hobby.
Carl Wilson, Beach Boy, was also in town 
this week, trying to carve out a solo career for 
himself. I suppose he needs a hobby, too. He 
appeared at the Bottom Luperbline — used 
to be THE hot spot in town (Rockpile played 
their first U.S. gig there), now a slightly 
passed-it, but intimate club. Expecting the 
worst, it was pleasantly surprising. Oh, he, 
his band and his songs will not set the world 
on fire, but at least he wasn’t EMBARRAS­
SING. And he only did one Beach Boy song, 
the first one he ever wrote — and he has a 
' nice enough voice.:. ^
God, what a week it has been, now I look 
back on it. I set a personal record at the end, 
seeing seven bands in one night. Starting at 
7 prh at Radio City Music Hall for four black 
bands on the Solar label (a Los Angeles
Charles’ The Jealous Kind as well as a Dylan 
cover. Perhaps A & M Records should 
reissue Cocker’s Stingray.
I rounded off the night at Bond’s with a 
couple of New York Bands. First up the 
Nitecaps, a soul band in the tradition of 
Sydney’s Introverts, only good. They have a 
great singer (sounds a bit like Van Morrison 
from the Them days) some excellent original 
material, a three piece brass section — and 
they tell you whose song they are covering 
when they do so.
They blew the Fleshtones off the stage, the 
’tones not being in top form. This bandhas its 
moments, but when it’s having an off night, 
forget it. I did.
So, there it is. I won’t bother you with the 
other 14 bands I’ve seen in the past two 
weeks, but I will mention in passing a group 
called E.S.G. Four sisters from the Bronx (the 
poorest of New York city’s five boroughs). 
They have an Irish/ltalian father and a 
black/Cherokee Indian mother, are totally 
unpretentious and, when joined by conga­
playing friend Tito, make some of the funkiest 
music around town. A 12" 45 has just been 
released here on 99 Records (run by the 
band’s sound mixer/producer/mentor Ed 
Bahiman). One side, features three songs 
recorded live the other, ' three numbers 
produced by English whizz kid, Martin 
Hannett. If you can get your hands on it, do 
so. Over and out.
black company, already touted as the 
■ ............... 3)- ‘  ■Motown of the eighties). Carrie Lucas, 
Lakeside, Shalimar (featuring the superb 
dancer used in the Talking Heads’ film clip for 
Once In a Lifetime) and the Whispers — all 
singing, all dancing. In the tradition of 
Motown vocal groups like the Four Tops, the 
Supremes and Martha and the Vandellas, 
where they weren’t expected to play an 
instrument, but they did have to sing and 
move. And these new groups can cut it in 
both categories. They make most rock 
‘entertainment’ look as sick as it really is.
Then on to Delbert McClinton, white boy 
from the south who likes black music and has 
not heard of the 45 minute set. He played for 
two hours, singing superbly and backed by a 
competent band. However, down there in 
Texas or where ever, it’s hard to keep up with 
what’s going on and his set did sound rather 
like Joe Cocker, circa ’75. He did Bobby
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S a tu rd ay  n ig h ts  in 
Adelaide have long been 
a peculiar problem with 
no regular solution. For 
some reason, the sup­
posed high night of the 
week usually turns out to 
be the epitome of the 
‘Adelaide doldrum s’. To 
have a good time you’re 
usually left up to your 
own d ev ices . It ju s t 
seems that the usual 
rock and roll haunts have 
little to offer on Satur­
days. Strange.
The Union Hotel is a rock 
and roll venue only on 
Saturdays. It’s about as big 
as your kitchen, on the 
scale of, say, the Exford, in 
Melbourne, or the Sussex in 
Sydney, and is one of the 
only places in town where 
you’re not absolutely sure 
what will happen next.
Unlike the bigger venues, 
with their pressure and 
hype and so on, the feeling 
in the Union is one more of 
relaxed exuberance than 
premeditated concentra­
tion. There’s no stage, on 
line between band and au­
dience, no expectations 
and no pretence. More 
often than anywhere else, 
the place has a genuinely 
live atmosphere.
Sometimes it’s a desper­
ate bomb-out, desolate. 
Just the odd office-worker 
and a few distintrested bods 
around the pooltable. Few 
of these even bat an eye-lid 
when excellent rock ‘n’ roll 
is blaring at them from 
literally a couple of yards 
away. Other nights, to the 
same music, a frenzied wall 
of people may leave the 
band with almost no choice 
but to stand on amps or just
become a part of the audi­
ence.
Or just become a part of 
the audience . . .
Bands at the Union be­
come accustomed to the 
audience, including it ’s 
fickleness, very quickly. 
They are notable amongst 
other bands for their ability 
to relate on a personal level 
to their audience. Hard to 
avoid when the beast is 
stepping on their toes.
The unexpected seems 
to occur more often in this 
place than anywhere else in 
town. Performance is on a 
much more live, sincere 
basis, which is probably a 
reflection of the type of 
dissidence characteristic of 
the bands and people in­
volved. Honesty and lack of 
pretentions (which has en­
deared NONE of these 
bands in the bigger, sicker 
venues), yet joy in diversity, 
manage to create a feeling 
and intensity lacking any­
where else.
The Union operates on a 
basis where the band runs 
the door, and the pub runs 
(usually slowly) the bar. No 
promoter, minimal P.A. and 
hence low overheads have 
made it (until recently) 
along with the Angas 
(where The Bodgies do 
business) the lowest priced 
gig in town.
THE HISTORY
All this we owe to the 
indomitable Sputniks, first 
resident rock ‘n’ roll band at 
the Union Hotel (in living 
memory, anyway). They set 
up the whole deal about a 
year and a half ago out of 
pure necessity, to wit, 
somewhere to play. They
couldn’t (and finally didn’t 
want to) interest promoters, 
but could pack the Union. 
They had the guts to look off 
the beaten track.
This attitude saw the pro­
duction of their Second  
Glance/Our Boys single on 
their own label (a feat later 
repeated by The Units). It 
saw them through living for 
ages in a Melbourne cara­
van park, through the prog­
ress of some entire 
changes of repertoire, and 
through the name change to 
The Moodists’.
And now a record com­
pany is knocking on ‘The 
Moodists’ door. They fuckin 
worked for it!
The Sputniks played stuff 
that no-one in Adelaide was 
playing. It was rock ‘n’ roll,
, pop-music, dance music, 
real live music. Along with a 
plethora of originals, they 
covered stuff from The 
Buzzcocks and Johnny 
Thunders to songs like Tf?e 
Midnight Hour’. Their ver­
sion of ‘You’re Gonna Miss 
Me’ was at times stunning.
They could play ratshit, 
really bad. They were be­
ginning, and a bit ragged. 
But at other times they were 
damned good. It was a 
pleasure when things 
worked. Their main asset at 
the time was their distinc­
tiveness, which they’ve car­
ried on in Melbourne de­
spite a pretty thin end of the 
wedge. And now they’ve 
developed that to the point 
where it might just pay off.
Towards the end of the 
Sputniks time in Adelaide, 
they had, as support, the 
fledgeling Bad Poets (Mk 1) 
playing their first gig. The 
response was hysterical, 
and it was undoubtedly the
‘debut of the year' in 
Adelaide. Their line-up pro­
ved to be unstable, and later 
response to this line-up 
seemed to be based some­
what on blind faith.
So exit the Spoodnists, 
and along came the now 
defunct Firm Grip. This 
wasn’t really worth much, 
but it had some good points. 
They didn’t write any of their 
own material. They covered 
songs from the likes of the 
Ramones, Talking Heads, 
the Cure, Robert Palmer, 
Jonathon Richman and 
others. Such covers weren’t 
given much life, and the 
band had little charisma, but 
if the mood to dance took 
you, they were OK. Quick, 
noisy music which was at 
times quite a relief. Firm 
Grip (hereby nominated as 
the worst band name of all 
time) had a girl singer with 
one. of the best female 
' voices I’ve heard arou nd 
the place in ages.
When Firm Grip passed 
on, the Units took over and 
played some of the most 
intense, energetic, and ag­
gressive live music I’ve 
heard. Many of their gigs 
were sparsely attended, 
which was a massive injus­
tice, but it was always clear 
that they were a band that 
would slowly accumulate a 
determinedly dedicated au­
dience. And they did.
The Units, with their gift 
for melody tied in with light­
ning speed were, and still 
are, making poignant, direct 
and objective statements of 
views which few others 
were admitting to. As more 
people came to agree with 
that point of view, expres­
sed in such a way, The
Units following built in both 
numbers and fanaticism.
People began to under­
stand that having fun did not 
involve any prerequisite 
peer group conform ity 
(some of them, that is). It’s 
both sad and weird that now 
that the Units have moved 
to Sydney, it is high energy 
dance bands that are en­
joying a sudden surge of 
popularity here.
So now we have the 
Shreds. The Shreds contain 
one Ken Sykes, who wrote, 
or co-wrote a good few of 
the Units songs. This band 
is understandably similar in 
sound to the Units, but is 
rougher around the edges 
(they haven’t been together 
nearly as long). They don’t 
have the vocal diversity, 
and the guitars have a 
slightly harder edged 
sound. The addition of 
saxophone moves them 
further towards their own 
sound, and away from (but 
not by much) the standard 
twin guitar formula.
Some Shreds songs dis­
play insanely irreverent 
humour, like when The 
Cure hits the fish in ‘Surfs 
Up With The Ayatollah’, an 
instrumental which sounds 
like ‘Killing An Arab’ based 
around a classic surf riff. 
7’m A Hippie’ Has been 
known to send singer/ 
saxophonist Paul sailing 
clear into the next room 
screaming at people (and 
the microphone): “Why are 
you a hippie?” This could be 
a little  disconcerting for 
some when the thing yelling 
at them has long hair and 
bare feet.
‘Show Me Your Money’, 
although light hearted in 
intent, is a piece of classic
blitz rock ‘n’ roll with some 
very serious overtones. I 
figure if Neeson and his ilk 
were to see a sixteen year 
old mutant tearing up real 
money and screaming: 
“Baby, it’s not just your 
body I want, it’s really your 
money,” it might scare them 
clear out of the country. It 
might bother them to know 
that there ’s Tea/ people 
coming at them that aren’t 
pretending a bit.
The Shreds are a pretty 
suburban lot, and as such 
show a certain naivete in 
their approach. They are 
very much their environ­
ment, which can only be to 
their advantage. Consider 
‘The Ballad Of The Tower 
Hotel’. If you’ve been-to the 
Tower, a piece of my past, 
you’ll know how bad things 
can get. You know it if 
you’ve been to any newish 
suburban pub, and you 
know what the song is 
about.
There are some pretty 
clever cover versions in the 
set, which sometimes come 
as a surprise. They range 
from ‘Heart Full Of SouT and 
‘Runaway’ to the Saints 
‘Always’ and the old faithful 
‘Shake Some Action’. Mix 
all this up with an amazing 
knack for writing zippy 
blitz-pop rock ‘n’ roll, and 
the result, in time, will be a 
most unusual sound within 
the confines of straight rock 
‘n’ roll music.
And so The Union carries 
on the tradition of honest 
rock ‘n’ roll for people with 
no time for tartan diapers. 
And as the latest Shreds 
advertisement read: “ It all 
started at Gallipoli.”
by John Doe.
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Axed from the oir but bouncing bock 
on stage and vinyl*
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For many Sydney people, the average 
working/waking day flushed with the 
immortal words, “ It’s all cisterns go!”
Geoff Kelso, Lance Curtis, Ken Mat­
th ew s and S teve  Johnson  are  the  
creators, contrivers and contorters of 
“ Dr. Poo” , a two minute, five day a week 
radio series that ran for nearly two years 
on 2JJ.
“ Dr Poo” evolved from ideas submitted to 
“Give ’em Heaps” , an ABC TV show, in 1978.
“We were writing a series ot bushranger 
scripts about Zen Hall, Ned Jelly and Captain 
Thunderbox -  a bushranger who hid in a pay 
toilet. An early settler busting for a leak sees 
this toilet, rushes up, puts his money in the 
slot but, the door is locked. There’s a hideous 
laugh from within as the toilet gets up and 
runs away.” Geoff Kelso admits that Thun­
derbox didn’t get far, but it did start him 
thinking about 2001, toilets and other 
monoliths. “As soon as we came up with the 
name ‘Dr. Poo’ we went through all the main 
elements of ‘Dr. Who’ and perverted them.”
Dr. Poo is a Time and Toilet Lord from the 
planet, Galah Free. Wearing “ incredibly tight 
pants” , the Dr. travels through Time and 
Space in the trusty Turdis accompanied by 
his beautiful assistant Darna and Dennis, the 
Denim Cat.
“The Dr. started out being a much older 
and exaggerated voice than he is now . . . 
he’s a bit more Peter O’Toole now. Darna 
Sock is from a suburb in Sydney, Fibro Park 
West. She’s incredibly stupid ~ your 
stereotype dolly bird -  but the element in her 
that came to the full was that she can punch 
people out. Darna has an amazing right 
hook. She also refuses to take a lot of the shit 
that the Dr. deals o u t. . . Dennis the Denim 
Cat is a version of Dr. Who’s K9. Someone 
suggested that the Dr. should have a 
mechanical dog called U-Rine, but Dennis 
just happened in one episode . . . and he 
says it all in one meeow . . . Kevin the An­
nouncer completes the foursome. He didn’t 
want to do the Dr. Poo radio serial because 
he thought it crass . . .  he objects to it some­
times and throws the whole storyline off 
beam by doing introductions that have no­
thing to do with the adventure. ..  and the Dr. 
has to hit him.” V
The Dregs are the first villians the Dr. en­
counters. They are chemical toilets that fire 
prunes and Laxettes into people. “They are 
really disgusting little units that invade Syd­
ney. They’ve got a septic tank that they drill 
down through the Domain to the Eastern 
Suburbs Railway and go all the way to Bondi 
Junction to attack Bondi Beach, because 
swimming at Bondi is just like going through 
the motions . . . ”
According to Lance Curtis, Lavdros, the 
creator of the Dregs is “The most disgusting 
organism in the universe -  half man, half 
toilet” . Then there’s Dr. Wee, “an inscrutable 
Chinese villain. . .  and Captain Kneemoss of 
the S.S. Naughty Legs who hates civilisation
. . . One of the great bug-bears of Dr. Poo is a 
real bureaucrat, Gonzalis, from the Depart­
ment of Time and Space.” Gonzalis Frog- 
moisture is forever telling the Dr. the episode 
is too long, the adventure too disgusting, or, 
that a certain form has not been filled out. Dr. 
Poo also visits many horrible planets, such 
as K-Tel Derado, the plastic planet melted by 
the only pure thing left in the universe -  the 
ABC news theme.
“We never improvised in the studio, there 
was no adlibbing unless one of us made a 
mistake . . .  in Dr. Poo there’s a lot of mang­
ling of the English language and sometimes 
one of us would remangle a word we already 
had mangled and it would be even funnier so 
we’d leave it in.”
“Kaptain Kremmin, which Kenny Everett 
did on radio then on television has an enorm­
ous amount of production . . .  but Dr. Poo, 
being an ABC production did not have those 
sort of facilities. Sometimes we were lucky if 
there was an 8 track machine working.”
A number of radio stations have been in­
terested in the Dr. Poo series, but tend to 
back off as they find it too “offensive” or 
“erratic” . Lance explains, “The commercial 
stations don’t want to offend their sponsors 
and the ABC doesn’t want to offend any­
body.”
Geoff: “Chuck Chunda is pretty tame in 
comparison to Dr. Poo . . .  we got a letter 
from one man who objected to Dr. Poo on the 
grounds of blasphemy. We did one episode 
in which God dies -  NEWSFLASH: ‘God is 
dead, he passed away peacefully in his slip­
pers, survived by a son and a bloody great 
load of angels’ . . . ”
Although Dr. Poo has only been aired in 
Sydney, its fan club boasts almost 10,000 
members, swamping the national Kiss Army.
Lance: “There seems to be no consis­
tency. It ranges from barristers, doctors, 
plumbers, kids . . . ” .
Geoff: “Five to fifty year olds . . . one tele­
vision executive we know o f. . . ” Lance: “We 
just hear amazing stories all the time . . . ”
Dr. Poo was axed from 2JJJ-FM in mid- 
January.
Lance: “ Marius Webb had been voted 
back in as co-ordinator . ..  there’d been a 
directive down the line from the ABC -  get 
ratings or we’ll take your licence away. . .  On 
January 17th, the breakfast announcer, 
Doug Mulray said at the end of his show, 
‘Well that’s the last breakfast show, bye bye’, 
and there was no Dr. Poo that morning . . .” 
And that was the first Kelso, Curtis, Matthews 
and Johnson heard of Dr. Poo being taken off 
air.
“Geoff was in Perth so he came back on 
the Wednesday and we waited for some sort 
of word . . . and eventually Geoff went in . . . 
Steve Johnson went into see Marius Webb 
but got very little satisfaction . . .” Geoff: “I 
think that it was about two weeks later we
, ,  b BOFF « L S a  d a n  JOHNSON, LANCE
CAST OF “ SLEEP NEVEH RUSTS” qURTIS AND AL WARD
Geoff: “The writing style that Ken, Steve 
and I developed was such that we’d go off on 
a tangent we really enjoyed . . .  we thought 
‘blow it, we’ll try and break as many rules as 
possible’ . . .  in a two minute radio serial you 
can get away with it, just do a string of puns 
and then have a bit of action, so the audience 
is going wince, wince, ‘oh no’ -  but it wasn’t 
long enough for them to ring up and say, 
‘that’s terrible!’ ”
“One thing we were weary of was making 
the series too topical . . .  in some cases we 
were, because ther’d be an event we just 
couldn’t avoid -  such as an election . . .  At 
one stage Kevin was being so naughty the 
Dr. sent him packing so then he had to aud­
ition for new announcers. We auditioned 
Jimmy Carter, Leonid Brezhnev, John 
Wayne and the entire population of China. 
The Malcolm Fraser just took over . . . the 
speech was all about how eveyone had to 
tighten their belts and do less laughing be­
cause the Standard Australian Joke had 
been devalued through excessive laughter
actually sat down with Marius one Sunday 
night to talk about i t ,. . ” Five episodes of a 
thirty part serial had gone to air. The Dr. POo 
team asked that the remaining story be 
edited together as a way of “winding up the 
series and saying goodbye to the fans” , but 
this was flatly refused. Geoff: “There’s a 
complication there, because it appears that 
Marius went into the press a couple of times 
and talked about the comedy writers who 
‘left’, or the reports seemed to have indicated 
that we left Triple Jay to work on ‘Willesee’ -  
that wasn’t the case. We were hired on the 
Mike Willesee show about a week after Dr. 
Poo was taken off air. I think Lance and I 
decided to do it because we’d suddenly lost 
our incomes . . . ”
John Clarke, affectionately known to most 
as Fred Dagg, is another surprised victim of 
Triple Jay’s “new” programming.
Geoff: “We saw him in Melbourne in April 
. . .  He was very aggro, understandably too, 
really pissed off . . . He said he wasn’t told, 
and still hadn’t been told, so was writing a 
letter to Talbot Duckmanton asking him for 
the ABC to send official notification that his 
services were no longer required.”
Kelso and Curtis found working for Wil­
lesee, “Stifling” . Lance: “He had this crazy 
idea of doing satirical comedy at 7 o’clock on 
national television. He was talking about 
shows like ‘Not the 9 O’clock News’ . . .  At the 
beginning he was getting right involved with 
the writing and direction of sketches . . .  he 
had no hope . . .  it was a desperate attempt. 
The first show was a deliberate attempt to get 
headlines with a lot of really tasteless stuff- 
jokes about smoking tampons -  the stuff that 
got people irate . . . which is fair enough if 
you’re a TV executive, I suppose. . . but from 
there he just back-peddled. Whatever the 
ratings said he’d bow to, so he just softened 
the whole thing down . . . then he didn’t really 
get behind it anymore . . .  it was sinking ship 
time. Geoff and I were doing stuff that never 
went to air because it was too offensive.”
One such skit was based on the exhuma­
tion of Frank Nugan’s body. Two NSW 
policemen opened a lumpy, green garbage 
bag to discover the contents were that of 
Juanita Neilson, not Nugan. Their caps 
quickly covered the camera lens.
“ It was an attempt to rebel against the 
stifling atmosphere . . .  if you’re going to do 
satire on the news it’s got to go beyond the 
limits of good taste. Frank Muir maintains that 
comedy is based on fear. People always 
laugh at things because they are afraid .. .” 
Geoff said: “So it was a bit hard to write 
comedy in that situation because the real fear 
was that the programme wouldn’t rate at all 
and eveyone would lose their jobs. There 
was an amazing sense of anarchy while we 
were there . . .” Lance lasted six weeks with 
Willesee, Geoff, four.
Geoff Kelso is a NIDA graduate and Lance 
Curtis is a former NSW uni student. Geoff has 
’’trodden the boards” of legitimate theatre in 
Perth and Sydney, “ It’s very restricting . . .  I 
rang all the directors of the Nimrod early one 
morning and told them to go bite their bums 
and thought, ‘well, that’s fixed straight theatre 
for me’, and it did.”
In mid-1980 Kelso and Curtis joined forces 
with Al Ward and Dan Johnson for a night of 
“acoustic music and comedy” .
"‘Sleep Never Rusts’ was an accident” , 
says Dan Johnson, “we had one night at the 
Nimrod and turned away 150 people . . .  so 
they gave us two more in September. . . then 
four weekends In November and broke every
record they had there for the late night 
shows. So we did seventeen, counting Par­
ramatta Gaol, which was a real weird show. 
We did a week in Melbourne . . . and plan to 
do the Last Laugh there for six weeks at the 
end of the year.”
Sleep Never Rusts has just completed a 
successful season at the Warehouse in 
Adelaide and the “not untalented foursome” 
(one critic’s description) will have a new show 
at the Nimrod in August.
Geoff: “It was out of desperation that we 
got together . . . there were no venues in 
Sydney that were going to offer us, as two 
separate duos, the kind of work we were offer 
. . .  so we just put the show together.”
Al Ward believes, “ It took a while to work 
out where to put the music and where to put 
the comedy . . . we’ve got the combination 
now. The way we did it at the Nimrod wasn’t 
the best way.” Dan: “ In a live situation the 
funny thing always wins out . . .  we can’t 
spend too much time integrating it though 
. . .”AI: “ If we dilute each others acts, then we 
weaken the show.”
Together or individually, Al Ward and Dan 
Johnson have performed with Ry Cooder, 
Fairpost Convention, Jose Feliciano, Jesse 
Winchester, Ralph McTell, John Martyn and 
Bert Jansch.
Sleep Never Rusts satirises not only per­
formers, but musical styles. Lance: “Wayne 
Simpson is into Pump Rock. He’s from 
Yagoona . . .  he used to live in Panania but 
they had to move because the rent went up. 
He has lots of brothers -  including an elder 
twin brother, Craig . . . Wayne started out as 
an urban and western singer. . .  he explores 
musical styles from a very provincial point of 
view . . . Craig writes songs on the train . .. 
Wayne would right now be working on his 
own 'form of antmusic using a magnifying 
glass.” Al: “To satirise that genre you have to 
get to the roots of it because it’s become very 
inbred and very boring. You’ve got to look at 
where it started . . .  all these guys are copy­
ing Bowie and people like that and there’s not 
much originality flying around and you can’t 
satirise anything that’s not original. You can 
satirise Bowie, but how do you satirise all the 
Bowie copiests?”
The not untalented foursome get at “ the 
roots’.’ by impersonating Dylan, Neil Young 
and the not too fortunate Anemic Boy White. 
And, of course, there’s Elvis.
Lance: “ . . .  that Elvis thing -  it’s having a 
go at all those Elvis impersonators that spring 
up in the clubs. They get up there in their 
spangly suits totally belying the fact he ended 
up the way he did. Geoff does the ultimate 
Elvis impersonation -  he dies on stage.”
Ward, Johnson, Kelso and Curtis are cur­
rently In Sydney mixing the Dr. Poo EP which 
will be released on Result Records.
Geoff: “The;e’s a song from Dr. Poo, one 
from Darna, and instrumental from Dennis 
the Denim Cat and an all in bum fight called 
‘The Universe is Big’ . . .  so the Dr. Poo 
characters become rock ’n’ roll stars. We 
hope it will become a monster, cure leprosy, 
warts and all that.”
There’ll be a new album from Ward and 
Johnson too, and if the EP goes well, Sebas­
tian Chase of Result is looking towards a Dr. 
Poo album.
Geoff: “ ‘Ram’ described the first Dr. Poo 
album, ‘Knees Ahoy’ as the ‘greatest waste 
of public money since the Vietnam War’, so 
the next Dr. Poo LP will be called, ‘The Sec­
ond Greatest Waste of Public Money Since 
the Vietnam War.’ ”
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SHOW ME THE WAY TO ST. LOUIS
-• ■  ̂ ^ ^
10.30 Central Park, New York. Night. 12.00 Norwood, SouthAustralia. Noon 
Ellen Foley talks with Donald Robertson across an ocean and one 
and a half continents.
Ellen Foley has just done seven phone 
interviews with people in Australia; she’s tired, a 
little irritable, and more than a little flat. At the 
end of our conversation she says, jokingly, that 
she would have rather taken a three mile run 
around her local running track than taken part in 
the media exercise.
The reason for this vast worldwide telephone 
link up is of course Foley’s follow-up album to 
last year’s ‘N ightout’. The Shuttered Palace’ 
has received what is politely called a ‘mixed’ 
reception from the mainstream media who 
slavered over ‘N ightout’. The reason being that, 
in AM radiospeak, it ‘breaks format’. This means 
that in the wasteland of American radio it has 
been treated with extreme suspicion. “ If people
expect something and they don’t get it,’’ says 
Ellen,' “Their reaction is negative.’’
The encouraging thing though is that where the album is 
being played, it’s being played more and more.
“ I’m quite glad about that in a way,” says Ellen. “ It’s not 
like my first album where they said, ‘O.K., this is a rock 
record, stick it on the radio.’ I’d rather that it grew on people 
rather than just struck on the surface and faded away.” 
‘The Shuttered Palace’ was produced by Ellen’s 
boyfriend Mick Jones of the Clash. All the Clash play on it 
as well as assorted Blockheads and one of Joe Strummer’s 
friends, Tymon Dogg, contributes a couple of songs. It was 
conceived in New York and recorded in London, with the 
majority of songs being written by Jones and Strummer 
particularly for Ellen Foley. Incredibly it is the sixth album of 
(mainly) Strummer/Jones songs to be released in just over 
a year, joining the double ‘London Calling’, one of the very 
best double albums ever released, and ‘Sandanista’, the 
best triple.
I ask Ellen’s reasons for using the Clash.
“ I like the way they work,” she replies. “ I saw them in a 
studio in New York. Their spontaneity, ongoing ever 
present creativity and sense of movement really attracted 
me. I wanted to work with them. And the Blockheads? Well, 
Mickey Gallagher plays with the Clash and they’re all 
friends. They’re all really versatile musicians and that’s 
what we were looking fo r . . .  within everybody. Topper can 
play anything -  that kid’s amazing (laughs) The Block­
heads have a really long list of musical styles. They’re 
almost like . . .  they verge on jazz, y’know. So they can play 
anything . . .”
I detect a distant yawn.
After confirming that the Strummer/Jones songs were 
tailor-written for her, Ellen mentions that she and Mick 
sifted through Tymon Dogg’s songs before choosing the 
three they wanted to use. I say that ‘Game of a Man’, a very 
strongly female song, is a very interesting song for a man to 
have written.
“Yeah. Tymon is a very spiritual character... e r ... he’s 
very aware of the fact that sexual boundaries should be
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IT MIGHT BE A 
WHITEMAN'S WORLD 
BUT RONNIE SPECTOR IS 
STILL IN THERE KICKING
One of the all-time great female pop singers talks
with Keri Phillips 
in New York.
The Ronettes’ big singles happened almost 20 
years ago, and while Estelle Bennett and her cousin 
Nedra Talley have faded into obscurity, Estelle’s 
sister Veronica (better known as Ronnie Specter) 
has sperit the last couple of years trying to regain a 
foothold in the rock scene where once she reigned 
supreme. At the age of 18, she and the band rode 
high in the charts with such singles as Be M y Baby, 
Baby I Love You, and Walking in the Rain, written and 
produced by the eccentric but brilliant Phil Spector. 
Ronnie’s marriage to Phil in 1966 killed the band and 
halted Ronnie’s career for the six years that the 
marriage lasted.
Although she did make some rather low-rent attempts to 
get back into show business during the 70’s, it was not until 
those sixties fans from New Jersey, Southside Johnny, 
Bruce Springsteen and their respective bands sought her 
out to appear on stage and disc with them, that she seemed 
to make any connection with contemporary rock music. 
Miami Steve Van Zandt and the E Street Band cut a 
scorching version of Billy Joel’s Say Goodbye to Hol­
lywood with Ronnie and it looked like another potentially 
great musical partnership might propel her back into the 
charts.
This did not happen and everyone gradually forgot about 
her again until last year when she released an album on 
Gerwa Ravan’s label, Polish Records. Ravan, one time of 
Goldie and the Gingerbreads and a fine singer with a 
couple of good, recent Ips, as well as production credits 
with many of the New York new wavers, looked Ronnie 
Spector up, and over two years harassed and harried 
Spector until the album. Siren, was completed.
Getting an interview with Ronnie Spector turned out to be 
an exercise in perseverance, too. The first two appoint­
ments were cancelled, once by phone and once by her 
10-year-old son at the door of her apartment, and each 
failed attempt meant dealing with yet another name to set 
up a meeting. Name number three had been out 
somewhere drinking with Ronnie before the interview and
sat glowering at us throughout the conversation (a rather 
unnerving experience since he could have been one of 
those white psychopaths the United States specialises in, 
or simply annoyed at yet another person trying to get a 
piece of the Spector legend.)
Although it seems that relations between Ronnie Spector 
and Polish have soured since the release of the album, 
Ronnie was keen to point out that the appearance of the 
record was a result of the empathy she felt with Ravan: 
“She called me and said: ‘You don’t know me, but my name 
is Genya Ravan and I have known and loved your voice for 
years, and want to produce you.’ She was so positive and 
so different from Phil. First of all, she was a woman, and the 
few producers I have had since my husband were all men, 
all more or less trying to make it with me. Secondly, she 
really did know my voice, my range, my pitch, my 
everything.”
Although Spector had final say on what she felt she could 
comfortably sing, Ravan seems to have done a lot of 
suggesting, and certainly taken the responsibility for finding 
the musicians to work on the LP. This was fine by Ronnie: 
“ I’m a performer, not a producer, so she did everything.” 
She sent Spector the Ramones’ song. Here Today, Gone 
Tomorrow. Ronnie was horrified: “ I called Genya back and 
said: ‘I can’t do that kind of song.’ To me it was so bad. I had 
no idea what the new world of music was like. Genya said: 
‘Forget the arrangement, forget the voices, just listen to the 
melody.’ ”
It turns up as the opening cut on Siren, one success on 
an album which is at best patchy, and certainly not the 
glorious return that Spector fans had hoped for. The list of 
players is enormous, incorporating members of Mink de 
Ville, the Heartbreakers, the Cherry Vanilla Band, and the 
Dead Boys. Tracks made with such a variety tend to stand 
or fall on the quality of the songs themselves. And not even 
the Fabulous Voice itself can save some of the mediocre 
material here, although for an R. Spector addict, it’s worth 
buying merely for the soulful rendition of the Chip Taylor 
classic. Any Way That You Want Me. This'straight ahead 
rock and roll mixture does not provide as hot a setting as the 
brassy E Street Band, that’s for sure.
Ronnie says she is happy with the album (“My first solo 
album” , she says proudly. The only other album is 
Presenting the Fabulous Ronettes, Featuring Veronica, 
released in 1964 on Phil Spector’s Philles label) and 
particularly pleased about the way she was treated by 
Ravan. “After she mixed the tracks, she would let me hear it 
and ask me what I thought of it. I liked that because I felt 
adult,” she laughs.
Making the single, Say Goodbye to Hoilywood wasn’t 
much fun, though: “ It was upsetting because I wasn’t there 
when the band put down the tracks. When I was with Phil, I 
had to be there, because it would give the musician a sort of 
‘up’. I’d never experienced this new way of recording. I love 
the record, but I think that not being there was a major 
mistake.”
Ronnie Spector has been doing a lot of live work around 
the clubs of New York and her dramatic performance gets a 
good response, not just from those who remember the 
Ronettes. Conversation between two strangers after one 
show at an upper east side Manhattan club called Privates: 
“Who was that last band? I don’t think they have a name. I 
think they are just Ronnie Spector’s band. Oh, that’s who 
that was!”
Mind you, the band certainly does hot deserve a name, 
so bad are they. It does not really matter, it’s all Ronnie’s 
show. She doesn’t even make any claims for them: “ I’m 
working with what could be four very fabulous musicians. I 
don’t know all their last names, but I do know their first 
names.” Enough said.
She is very positive about her live work: “ It’s like being a 
preacher in a way, but in tove ways. It’s about being good 
and kind and happy. And I feel so confident. I feed off the 
audience. They give me the love and then I give it back to 
them. It’s like making love but to everybody.” There is a 
dangerous element of identification here, though. “Your 
audience is you,” she says later. “ If they don’t come to see 
you, what are you? You’re nobody.”
Her live set is made up largely of Siren material, but she 
closes with the Ronettes’ Big Three, their first hit. Be My 
Baby, Baby, I Love You, and Walking in the Rain, their last
RONNIE SPECTOR
for viewing these numbers as albatrosses around her neck, 
but not only does she enjoy doing these songs, she seems 
to regard their performance as a sacred duty, owed to the 
songs themselves, ‘‘\love singing those songs. If it weren’t 
for those songs, I wouldn’t be anything today. I’m past 
thirty, and I thank God I had those songs. A lot of artists 
have been working for say ten years and failing to make it. I 
feel I was very lucky to have had those hits and wouldnever 
take them out of my act. I could never hate them: they are 
what made me.”
Given that she’s not just doing the Ronettes’ Revival 
schtick but is actually trying to fit into the 80’s pop scene, 
how does she view the competition? “ I don’t think there’s 
anybody out today who’s really great,” she says. “ I’m 
talking about live performances as well as records. When 
you have to go around throwing guitars and blasting fire 
and smoke, that’s covering up for what you don’t have. 
There’s no honesty left any more in this business. Twenty 
years ago there were lots of black groups that were famous 
and had great voices. All those people are dead now. There 
wasn’t a big industry money-wise then. Then the whites 
came along and said: ‘Wow, we can make money out of 
this.’ They took over what the blacks had and gave it to the 
Frankie Avalon’s, the pretty faces (the Ronettes started off 
singing back-up vocals for Bobby Rydell, among others). 
And it sucked you know. It’s a Whiteman’s world. I can say 
that because I’m a half-breed and can talk for both sides.”
And she gives a pretty good example of this, the theme 
she quite rightly returns to several times: “ I can remember 
the time I took Mick dagger to the Apollo Theatre in Harlem
(Manhattan’s black ghetto) because he begged me to help 
him see James Brown. Now everyone has heard of Mick 
dagger, but for the man in the street — James Brown — 
who’s he? Even Motown was only allowed to stay by the 
whites. I guess they said: “Let’s leave ’em in a little bit. I 
mean Martin Luther King just got killed. We’ll leave Motown 
in.’ ”
The two biggest influences on her adolescent pop 
aspirations were, she says, her mother (who seems to be a 
part of the household and spent most of the interview in the 
kitchen, emerging once with a cup of coffee which Ronnie 
spilled all over herself) and Frankie Lymon and the 
Teenagers: “Frankie Lyrnon used to live on 165th Street in 
Harlem,” Ronnie explains. “My mother worked as a 
waitress across the street and the kids would come in after 
school. I had heard Frankie Lymon’s Why Do Fools Fall In 
Love on the radio. I didn’t know who it was, I just loved it. I 
loved that voice. If Frankie were alive today, I would let him 
know that he inspired me. That’s how heavy he was.” 
(Debbie Harry and Patti Smith, Ronnie says, have told her 
that she inspired them).
In many ways, Lymon’s career parallels Ronnie’s — 
young black talent manipulated by whites to almost instant 
stardom. While Spector herself has no regrets about being 
so successful at such a tender age, she sees Frankie 
Lymon as the prototype black victim of Whiteman’s avarice. 
Lymon died of a drug overdose at the age of 26. He and his 
vocal group, the Teenagers, got right royally screwed by 
their record company, as the two surviving members of this 
quintet (whose ages ranged from 13 to 16 when they had
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stripped away. He’s not interested in all that bullshit 
y’know? So he can write a song like that.”
In fact, I comment, most of the material is written from a 
specifically female point of view ... something that could 
easily backfire ...
“ If they didn’t have the understanding or the real concern 
or love for women, they couldn’t write that way.”
I ask about the European fi.ivour of the music -  
European dramatic/romantic is a name that comes to mind 
to describe some of the songs.
“That just had to do with personal proclivities of the 
moment, (look it up, I had to -  DR) People didn’t stick with 
their ‘traditional’ instruments. It was fun for people to do 
what they hadn’t done before. It was pretty much freedom, 
in a real natural way.”
Conversation turned to specific songs on "Shuttered 
Palace. ” The old Edith Piaf song, "My Legionnaire” seems 
to be one of Ellen’s favorites.
“ I guess I like it because of the way it was done. It was 
me leading, with just piano and bass. That is the most 
vocally oriented song on the record. And .. .  amazing story, 
wonderful images.
“ I’ve been reading about the Foreign Legion and they 
have . . . their romantic fascination with death is a bit 
bizarre, and the fact that they leave their identities behind..
. and that’s what the song’s about. The more I read about 
them and think about the lyrics . . . it’s quite an affecting 
song.” *
Talking about bizarre things, the lyrics in ‘The Death of 
the Psychoanalyst of Salvador Dali’ are pretty bizarre.
“Yeah. Those are Joe’s.”
There are some great images there . . .  I really like the 
one about the cufflinks rusting in Gene Vincent’s sh irt. . .
“ I know, it’s incredible, isn’t it. I love that. That’s the kind 
of song . . .  I didn’t have to work at singing. The words really 
brought on a mood and . . . like you hear all that on the 
headphones, think of the words.. .  I felt quite taken over by 
that song.”
When Ellen Foley came out to Australia on a promotional 
tour last year I interviewed her for the Speakeasy show 
which I used to do on 5MMM-FM. The show’s format was 
the guest’s favourite music (of all time or just of the 
moment) interspersed with me asking questions. Ellen 
Foley’s selection of music included the Stones, Mott the 
Hoople, Ian Hunter, Bruce Springsteen and Roy Orbison.
What are your feelings about rock in general now, I ask.
“ I really like melodies and singers, but the things that are 
really exciting me at the moment are things that are mainly 
based in rhythm,” she answered. “The funk-rap style from 
New York. The way the Talking Heads have evolved. 
There’s a group in the U.K. called Heaven 17 with a song 
called ‘Fascist Groove Thang” , which is probably the most 
exciting song I’ve heard in ages. You’ve gotta hear that 
one, shit.”
When I comment on the songs she listed last year she 
breaks in as soon as I mention Roy Orbison.
“ I must tell you -  Orbison is still at the top of the list. My 
favourite singer of all time.”
But yes, her taste has changed. She even says she’s 
been writing some funk raps lately. ‘It’s easy to do. It’s fun.’
I wonder if Ms. Foley goes out to the New York clubs to 
see and hear this funky music.
“ I haven’t had the chance, but I’d like to. I just don’t know 
where they’re playing it. I’m sure there’s a special club 
somewhere. I don’t really go out a lot -  I feel it’s best to 
involve yourself in your own life than always trying to find 
out what the next big thing is going to be all the time.”
Do you think there is much more cross-fertilisation 
between the U.S.A. and Europe at the moment? I ask. The 
conversation takes an abrupt turn.
“ I think politically there is,” says Ellen. “The current 
American administration seems to be following the same 
patterns in a lot of ways, as the Thatcher administration in 
England. On a grander scale, on a scale that affects the 
world picture a lot more.”
What was the reaction to Reagan’s shooting over there?
“Some people were sorry he missed y’know. Other 
people were horrified, because he was the President. Also 
it brought up the gun control issue which should have been 
sorted out long ago.”
I think I read somewhere that there were between 90 and 
200 million handguns in the U.S.A. at the moment.
“ Yeah, it’s absurd. Anyone can get one. Now they’re 
trying to limit them to hunters. Now to me hunting, the 
shooting of animals, is just such an obsolete notion.”
Do you think it will ever change? Will there ever be sane 
gun laws in the U.S.A.?
“ I don’t know. Reagan was fighting against gun control. 
He may change his tune now. It’ll take a long time. An event 
like this may have an effect but I don’t think it will.”
I thought John Lennon’s shooting might have had some 
effect, but it didn’t seem to change an^hing.
“ No. It’s like the afternoon they had in the park for John 
Lennon, Mayor Koch was at some warmongers affair the 
same night. It doesn’t make much sense.”
Do you have much hope for America?
Pause. Silence.
Do you think about it?
“Yeah, I have hope in individuals. I know there are 
people working . . .  I think people are becoming more 
aware. Now the right wing is so strong, people who would 
have just gone along, in a sense of apathy, are being more 
aware. I have hope.”
The whole of the western world, and I include Australia 
and New Zealand in that, seems to have a right wing 
government at the moment.
“Yeah and Reagan is now taking up all the ties with the 
South American dictators that Carter broke off.”
their first big hit in 1956) describe in a recent article in New 
York’s Village Voice.
Ronnie Spector sees herself as being very much in 
control of her own life now, and has “no regrets about 
anything” , least of all the time she spent outside the 
limelight. The Beatles and the British Invasion put paid to 
the Ronettes and almost every American band that wasn’t 
the Beach Boys. She is not even openly bitter about the six 
years of enforced isolation as Mrs Phil Spector. She did not 
attempt a come-back sooner, she says, bacause of disco, 
which she did not like because it was a fad and hence would 
fall from fashion. The current scene does not interest her 
much and she would rather spend her time watching TV 
with her son at home than go out.
What can be the aspirations of someone who sold 
millions of singles almost half her life-time ago, has seen 
fame, recognition and an endless horizon disappear by the 
time most people are only just hitting their stride? “ I just 
pray that I make it in life,” she says. “Firstly as a human 
being, secondly as a performer, a singer. I don’t want to live 
in a mansion, to have servants or a lot of money. I’ve done 
all that. I just want to be able to live comfortably. That’s the 
problem with artists today. They want everything, dark 
glasses arid autographs. I just want to do my shows and 
come home regular. I have enough money to live on until 
I’m 80. Unfortunately, most musicians and singers of today 
won’t make it, because money is all they have on their 
minds. They want to write their own songs, be their own 
publisher, produce their own records. I don’t want all that. 
Tm not a writer. I’m not a producer, and I’m not greedy. I just 
sing, and I don’t want anything more.”
Do you think that Americans are regretting throwing 
Jimmy Carter out?
“ I don’t know about that, but I think they’re a bit amazed 
about how they all voted like sheep and put Reagan in.”
You said before that you had been writing a few funk 
songs -  could you write a'political song?
“ Probably. I think it’s my responsibility to be people, to be 
educated about it before I can start prosel^ising about 
something. Going to England was a real learning 
experience. You’re more aware of what’s happening there 
because it’s on such a smaller scale. Coming back home 
it’s easier to make the connections and see the effects of 
that kind of Government. But I wanna make sure of my 
stand before I make it.”
One of the things I’ve noticed since the new administra­
tion took office is that there’s all this talk of the Soviets and 
the enemy . . .
“Since Haig and Reagan got in they’ve been setting up 
this terrible polarization -  after Reagan got in Brezhnev 
made the move to get the talks started again, but no, no. 
That’s Haig and Reagan. They’re really setting up a bad 
thing. A nuclear war.”
Australia seems so isolated from what’s going on in the 
world sometimes. I imagine it must be really frightening to 
someone in,the U.S. at the moment.
“Yes, it is, it is frightening. You’re lucky. You’re lucky to 
be where you are.”
They call this the lucky country sometimes, I say, after a 
serious pause for thought.
At the moment Ellen is getting a band together for some 
kind of tour, althouth where it will go depends on how her 
record does. She’s also taking acting lessons again (she 
pursued quite a successful screen and stage career before 
the release of ‘Nightout’). To my first question, ‘How is it all 
going?’ she had answered, ‘It’s not too bad. It is what it is.’ 
Cryptic, huh?
Whatever, it’s great to see her breaking format. There is 
hope.
Just before the conversation finishes I promise to give 
Ellen’s regards to any Koala Bears I see. The Koalas were 
one of the two highlights of her trip to Australia, she says. 
The other was watching me walk into a swimming pool after 
interviewing her. Y’see I’d interviewed her at the side of the 
Park Royal Adelaide swimming pool, and that particular 
day the hotel was also playing host to Sky and Leonard 
Cohen. As I was walking towards the hotel foyer I spotted 
Leonard Cohen in swimming trunks out of the corner of my 
eye. ‘Hmm -  that’s Leonard Cohen’ I thought, turning my 
head and continuing to walk.
Splash!
“Stay out of swimming pools unless you intend to swim 
O.K.?” says Ellen in New York.
Sure thing.
■ J k
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Qnce upon a tim e  there was life. And from that life 
emanated a mueh-flu,stered thing named ifiusifi. That 
music bred a mbsfc^scerie; fr 'o m ‘which spawned
peopfe who began l b  play m usic that lots of other 
peopJe not so involved inJh fs  m usic scene eniov/eri.l t^ j y d  
They'liked it. It« was popOfar music. Pop music.
Nowadays to be pop music makers you have to, by 
general consent it seems, create music which is not 
only popular (in fact, that whole requirement has 
gone by the by) but has the general qualities of in­
stant attractiveness and autom atic audience ap ­
proval. Take for example Christie Allen. She un­
doubtedly makes pop, but makes it predictably and in 
an easily marketable form. Coupled with the fact that 
the lyrics she sings expose as much light on the 
human condition as the sun does on the Jenolan 
Caves, this renders her material totally redundant if 
one seeks any education or enlightenment what­
soever through art in this world.
So when an exception to that regimented set of qualifica­
tions steps right out of the midst of the people that so rabidly 
patronise it in this country, the middle class, it comes not so 
much as a shock as an incredibly pleasant surprise.
At long last, a band that doesn’t try to hide their 
backgrounds under some vacuumed, perjuring set of pub­
licity handouts and spiels and some equally ignorant heavy 
guitar riffs. What matters most is that origins are realised, 
looked at and examined. Not backed away from and ig­
nored.
One can imagine no better setting for a Reels perfor­
mance, than a typically large poker machined R.S.L. club in 
the heart of New South Wales happy hourland. The audi­
ence is their/our parents and us, if not in body at least in 
soul. It is their sensibilities that the Reels have calmly 
analysed and are now logically attacking, be it by their few 
carefully written pieces of lyric/cynicism or their deceptively 
MOR sounds. For it is MOR, but MOR with, and for, a 
reason.
It’s aimed at the heart, mind and soul, but like no other 
Australian band with something to say, The Reels work 
from within the heart of our social structure and affect 
behaviour like blood moving through the body, instead of 
banging their heads uselessly against the outhouse door 
screaming for immediate and unilateral entry. .
It’s not as though the Reels want to exist in their present 
format. If it wasn’t for our (now I’m displaying my origins) 
depressingly materialistic non-concerned stance within the 
desperate climate of the world right now, they would have 
no need (in fact no beginning, no birthplace) to do what they 
do, be what they be.
The Reels are a product of our society. The Australian 
society. Something that pops up now and then in history 
that is not willing to accept the norm -  but are willing to work 
within that norm to, ultimately, corrupt the already cor­
rupted. And by that, hopefully, return things to a position 
where people do open their eyes .and ears. Or as David 
Mason puts it, ‘Come out of the closet’.
A pop band with intelligence? Or a smart arse band that 
trips themselves up in their own petty stance? I hope by 
now you’ve no need to even ponder on that one.
As an entity, the Reels are vital to us because they offer 
us new perceptions, new ideas. Not at all satisfied to recy­
cle or present old entertainment in flimsy, transparent, 
modern (e) clothes. The Reels give not so much new infor­
mation as new insights. They aren’t saying middle class 
people have to suck, they’re just saying they do. They 
aren’t saying rock and roll has to be boring, just that it is. 
They aren’t saying audiences have to have flacid, dulled 
perception levels to be accepted by bands or peers, they’re 
just saying right now that’s how they do approach enter­
tainment. And if you think this is taking it a bit far, just look at 
the audience members who are fool enough to allow them­
selves to be put on stage to dance to the slowest and most 
obscure song The Reels perform. Or think of the times you
yourself have cheered entertainers, before they’ve even 
lifted a finger, just because of their reputations. Or the times 
you’ve clapped after songs and haven’t thought whether 
the song deserved it or not. Everyone does these things at 
one stage or another and it’s about time they were recog­
nized as the unintelligent, indulgent acts that they are.
The Reels’ method of approaching one of this country’s 
major plights is not one of condescension or patronisation. 
It is done humanely and with a real sense of emotion. And if 
the soul in their songs (it can’t all be synthesised voice) 
doesn’t underline that aspect enough for you, I know if you 
could have talked to David Mason for four hours as I did, it 
would have become patently clear to you that The Reels 
are not a fancy pants flash in the pan, out merely to de­
moralize an already fatuous social strata. They are human, 
they do excrete, and they have been known to play sloppy 
shows. Furthermore, their emotions are subjected to just as 
much pressure as anyone else’s. It’s just that these men 
and woman are being subjected to the harsh light of reality 
in the public view.
But do they think they’ll change people’s views on middle 
class apathy by their stance? David Mason bluntly curtails 
my queries, ‘Of course not! How can you change it? I just 
hate it that’s all. I mean, (after seeing us) they might not 
want to work in a bank anymore and that would be great’.
‘Most of all I want them to go out and think that they’ve 
seen something that’s a little bit different to when they’ve 
gone to see another band at a rock and roll gig. Because 
when you go and see bands they’re always exactly the 
same. They usually have the same light show and people 
just see the same things all the time. Going to one gig is the 
same thing as going to the next’.
One glance at The Reels live and a quick browse of their
themselves they go out to these places.
‘I think Split Enz are doing such a good job, I mean I don’t 
particularly like Split Enz, but musically they’re very con­
fident and the sound is very smooth and visually they offer 
something more than other bands. By them playing all 
these different places it’s going to help a lot of people that 
just don’t get to hear music’. -
An interesting aspect of The Reels and one vital for a pop 
band who want to survive creatively and spiritually, is their 
ability to create music as different to the mainstream as, 
say, the Laughing Clowns and the Birthday Party, yet be 
able to operate quite smoothly within that mainstream’s 
mechanics. The Reels are in the fortunate position of ap­
pealing to audiences across the board. From the lofty, 
critically
more recent record sleeves will tell you they are so much 
more than just a run of the mill pop/rock combo conforming
to the age old traditions of rock ’n’ roll.
A change is good. It’s exciting! It offers some new infor­
mation! Are you cataloguing this?
‘When we do a support, what we try and do is try to make 
the headline band look like a rock and roll band. We did that 
with Split Enz. So we come over even more club when 
we’re in that sort of situation than when we’re doing a 
normal gig. Lots of talking and lots of, “Hi how are you’s’’. 
Which all started off because we had to have such long 
breaks in between songs to change the synthesiser 
sounds, which we still do as we car, t afford preset 
machines!’.
‘I just like to freak people out’ (referring to David’s habit of 
cajoling people to dance on the stage to the Reels’ most- 
difficult-to-dance-to song). ‘They won’t get up on the stage 
too often. The don’t get the opportunity. And it makes it 
visually interesting as well -  if they’re talented that is’.
For a long time now (since* Sherbet actually) Australia 
has tried to sweep their bygone era (the mid-seventies and 
earlier) of audience fanaticism for their assorted idols/pop 
groups under the carpet. God knows why, and I hesitate to 
ask, but what has also been thrown out the door is the 
premise that it’s credible to perform in country clubs and 
halls like those mammoth groups of yesteryear used to do 
in their wild flurries of tours across the country. Let’s take it 
from the sweet end . . .
‘Sherbet was a really good pop band. I think they were 
about the best Australian ever produces and their tours 
were amazing. I come from Dubbo (we know, we know!) 
and the only bands we ever used to see were Sherbet, 
Easybeats and Daddy Cool -  thank God we saw Daddy
Cool twice as they were the only band that were really
snanywhere. So when bands get really big and they pusf
Ty acclaiming heights of the progressive(?) stations 
and the pseudo-arty FM somnambulistic stations and a 
vast and contrasting array of commercial AM stations to the 
end of the dial and back again -  most of it due to their cover 
of the Jim Reeves song. According To My Heart.
They are willing to compromise to be heard. It’s a game 
to be played. A game which requires copious amounts of 
skill and patience which in turn places a lot of pressure on 
the group structure. (The record company not being an 
entirely innocent bystander in all this). Recently, both John 
Bliss and Colin Newham left the band. One because he felt 
repressed by peoples’ evaluations of his job’s require­
ments for intelligence and one because the pressure of 
touring pushed him to the brink of, what sounded to me like 
a breakdown.
Perhaps compromise is the wrong word for The Reels 
approach. It’s probably just facing the prospect of being a 
successful Australian band that says and does interesting 
things. In the future they may well record something speci­
fically for the New Zealand music market as a result of a 
recent visit to those shores.
* By their stage presentation and musical content The 
Reels are challenging the status quo, not just in pop but the 
opinions that the middle class and conservative Austra­
lians have in general. Pop is merely their medium, their 
metaphor. Their black framing of a seemingly innocent 
piece of entertainment is completed by various compo­
nents. These being not only the lyrics that are sung, but the 
perverse and unsettling way in which they are delivered, 
the sometimes incredibly insipid sound that acts like a 
sweet when in actual fact it’s poison, the vociferously politi­
cal content of their slide show -  juxtaposing sweet 
melodies with gaunt, starving Third World children -  and in 
a general sense their ability to turn even the simplest stage 
gesture into one of a subversive political nature.
The awareness and calculated (basically sensible) busi­
ness approach of The Reels is reflected in the way they 
operate The Reels company, ‘Cult Pty Ltd’. Chairperson is 
Karen Ansell, secretary is David whilst the remaining 
members of the band are board members. In the com­
pany’s employ is a solicitor to mind the money and a 
general artist to look after the technicalities. They have no 
manager and so instead of paying 20% of their earnings to 
a manager they pay 12% and they’re their own bosses.
The Reels obviously don’t see their present sound as 
being the perfectly conceived pop music to conquer this 
country’s minds, in David Mason’s words . . .
‘A reason why we bland everything out, especially for this 
now album which is quite an MOR little number, is because 
our music is supposed to be as effective at a really quiet 
level as it is when it’s loud’.
Which is radio volume. And it’s radio content where the 
game is won or lost. If you’re not heard you don’t sell. And if 
you don’t sell, well, you’re not going to be the ideal pop 
band are you? ■
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In fact The Reels hold true to themselves the real es­
sence of what a successful pop band should be and pro­
vide. r
You want to dance? You got it! Sing along to it? That 
too. i
Be‘shown new things in a stimulating set up? It’s all 
yours;
Now that those points are achieved it’s up to us to grant 
them the final ingredient to a successful pop band’s formula 
-  make them wanted.
Another important aspect of the Reels is the reasoning 
behind their live image. Apart from the importance of pure 
entertainment and to be something different from the rest of 
the ho-hum rock bands available, there is another point for 
the head sets, the costumes and the lack of a typically 
cluttered rock and roll stage with moniters and gaffer taped 
leads lying everywhere. It is of primary importance that The 
Reels present themselves asexually, as human rather than 
sexual beings. The matching, but not cloned, costumes 
reinforce the notion that they are viewing things at a dis- 
. tance, objectively, factually. The premise of the ‘60’s’ mic- 
rophotie as the cock routine is done away with. For the 
. length of the show they are commentators, analysts of the 
world. In one way they are completely separated, yet in 
another they really do communicate. Sort of fabricated 
sideshow with real humans, instead of papier mache 
dummies, having ping pong balls dropped into their 
. mouths. The placing of moniters behind the rear curtain 
instead of out front creates an irregular fence around the 
stage. Almost as if to say, there’s no physical barrier here.
; But to enter The Reels’ stage world is to necessitate, if one 
is to retain a credibility which the Dubbo A Go Go dancers 
. don’t, a viewing of the world outside of the stage with the 
eye of an objective voyeur. Pure, sexless and aware.
An image is normally a fabrication that is thrust upon an 
entertainer by a group of promotional people whose main 
task is to present the artist in such a way as to get the 
market’s attention and patronisation. Often the image is
artwork had a lot to do with ‘Gift Ideas’ selling so much. The 
art director at Polygram reckons we should be more sophis­
ticated -  more like Elton John and stuff like that. He thinks 
we’re too child-like and all our stuff looks like deformities of 
Primary school art’.
Do you think it looks like that?
‘Yeah, sort of. It’s just what comes out. What it ends up 
like. With the ‘5 Great Gift Ideas’ EP we didn’t have a 
concept. We just knew that we were going to call it ‘5 Great 
Gift Ideas’ and that we were going to try and make it as 
kitsch as possible’.
‘ It was our idea for the classic Reels yellow/red theme the 
first time and they didn’t take ample opportunity of it. So 
when the next record came out they said, ‘let’s push the red 
and yellow again,’ and they’re still doing it for this album. 
But we’ve got red and yellow and black this time. It’s just got 
really plain colours and a policeman’s hand on it that’s all 
deformed and has too much make up on it. It’s awful, in 
other words. I mean they reckon they know what sells to 
lots of people and whilst we hate the film clip {‘Shout and 
Deliver’) they reckon every Tom, Dick and Harry will like it. 
It’s got too many religious connotations for me — to look up 
to the Sky’.
Didn’t you have much say?
‘No’.
‘Oh, Polygram are pretty good. We’re allowed to criticise 
them and record what we want though they’re a bit half and 
half about releasing the Heavy Metal (!) EP. It’s just that 
they’re really fucked in the areas of P.R. and in the art 
department and in the marketing. But most of it is an age 
and concept difference. I mean they grew up with Dennis 
the Menace and we grew up with Flipper’.
Do you like making records?
‘Yeah, we like making records and we like getting 
involved in our own stuff when we get the chance to do it. 
We’d like to make our own videos by ourselves and record 
by ourselves and have our own marketing ideas and tour 
once a year. But we’re not popular enough to do that.’
THE POP PHILOSOPHY
;/ tack lyrics onto music. But Pm really corny; /  rhyme everything cause 
aPs what the pop people relate to, y ’know, if  you can rhyme then people 
in remember things in the head rather than having a line which doesn’t yme with the next one. That’s just pop philosophy and stuff like that.’
pretentious and farcical, logical only in the sense that it’s 
designed to put bums on seats and records in sweaty 
palms.:
: The Reels happen to differ markedly from their contem- 
: poraries in their approach to defining an image. Their 
image is part of the mood the band permeate, as are the 
songs. They both spring from an attitude that, through their 
' live shows, records, songs and marketing procedure, be- 
:comes clear, concise and focused.
: ; However an image, especially for an artist or artists 
^.contracted to a multi-national corporation (Polygram in the 
case of The Reels) is not something that can be created 
T without being influenced by contractual agreements.
‘We’re having problems with our record company in re- 
-,'gard to our artwork because we did ‘5 Great Gift Ideas’ 
-ourselves and they really got pissed off because of that, so 
t,t|iis time (referring to the new album) they want to do it all 
.:^emselves to show how good the are. And I think our
SONGS * -  (and the idiom in which they work).
‘It just depends on what day it is and what mood I’m in. 
One day I’ll write something that’s real poppy and the next 
day I’ll write something that’s really weird. I can’t see soul in 
our music though lots pf people do. I can see it in ‘5 Great 
Gift Ideas’ cause they’re soul songs’.
‘When I write the lyrics to pop songs I try to parody them. I 
mean take a Brian Wilson song with the lyrics, ‘I Love My 
Little Baby Girl and She’s So Cute’. Do you take them 
seriously?’
When questioned about whether he thought Reels music 
was subversive in that it illustrated new ideas from within 
the record company/agency structure he innocently, half 
questioningly replied, ‘We’re Pop . . . ’
But apart from a few songs on the first album, the Reels’ 
songs do not have the immediate pop attraction of Christie 
Allen or Abba. It’s sort of offbeat music. Weird?
‘That’s cause we can’t completely come out and go over
the top and actually do a song that says ‘I love you’ all the 
way through it and actually mean it. That’s part of the 
problem, that Abba can do it and have no conscience about 
it. I mean in Abba’s, ‘I Do, I Do, I Do’-, they sing that with 
such sincerity and it’s really good pop. But if we did a cover 
of ‘I Do I Do, I Do’ we’d do it really cynical even though we 
love the song. We’re aware of the trappings that go with it.
‘We really got freaked out with ‘According To My Heart’, 
when it started getting played, because we didn’t think 
people would take it the way they did. I mean, we did it 
tongue in cheek and you might take it as that, but the 
majority of people didn’t.
‘I think ‘Band of Gold’ is the worst song in the whole 
world; even worse than ‘According To My Heart’ and 
people just luurw it. ‘Dubbo A Go Go’ and ‘Caroline’ I don’t 
mind from the point of view of a performer. As a songwriter I 
think ‘Pre Fab Hearts’ is a really good pop song and I think 
‘After the News’ is a reasonable popsong’.
Are there any songs on the radio you Tike?
‘I thought ‘Duncan’ and ‘Wild Colonial Boy’, even though 
they’re really awful and they give me the shits, were good 
songs because they were singalong. When you get right 
down to it, when it’s a Top 40 record it’s got to relate to 
millions of people and it has to have words that are easy to 
sing along to and a melody that’s really strong and instantly 
memorable and that’s what makes a Number One’.
Don’t you object to that whole process?
‘No, because it’s an art form. It’s just a thing you go for. If 
you want to be a commercially acceptable band then you 
have to have a Top 40 hit — so you write Top 40 hits. Look 
at Air Supply and things like that’.
If every song you wrote was guaranteed to be a Number 
One hit then what would you write about?
‘If we had the most amazing credibility then we wouldn’t 
write pop songs anymore, we’d do really weird stuff as a 
reaction. But we’re in a multi national record company and 
if we don’t make hits they get the shits. We’re pressured to 
do these sort of songs, you see. They’re thinking of not 
’ releasing the Heavy Metal as there as there isn’t really a
commercial song with which to promote it. So the whole EP 
will probably end up on the B-side of singles’.
The Reels command a mystique like no other band in this 
country simply because of the stream of paradoxes which 
is housed within their mentality. An amusing feature of the 
Reels is that if they become more successful their 
credibility will not, as is the norm, decrease, but in fact 
burgeon into a multiplicity of knowing, isolated factions.
Isolation is a key word: The Reels are too fearful to be 
held close to the breast yet too fascinating not to look at. 
Like wild prey being degorged in front of one’s, now totally 
heightened, senses.
Do not think you are In a different position. The slide 
shown on the large white screen behind the Reels in their 
stage show during the song, ‘Quasimodo’s Dream’, frames 
the city sprawl of Paris. In the forground is the cathedral of 
Notre-Dame with a blue circle around the highest tower. 
Away in the distance is a dirty office block rising high into 
the sky with a red circle around its highest point. The Reels, 
by doing this, have juxtaposed the cripple Quasimodo with 
a modern day office worker. The analogy is a clear and 
shining example of the potency of the Heels’ ability to 
create images sublime in form and portentously titanic in 
meaning.
Don’t expect the Reels to inspire you, though. What you 
can expect is to be prodded to the point where you’ve got to 
think, got to care, got to evaluate. The Reels are here 
because of you and for you. Don’t knock them back, it may 
be your last chance.
ROADRUNNER 17
I
WATCHING THE REELS (GO ROUND AND ROUND)
i  m
On the eve of the release of the 
second album {Quasimodo’s Dream) 
by Sydney-based band The Reels, 
lead singer and songw rite r Dave 
Mason cast serious doubts on the 
nature of The Reels’ contract w ith 
P o lyg ram  R eco rds , th e  w o rk in g  
re lationship of the band on stage, and 
the album itself.
Never short of a hard-hittinq comment 
or two, the iconoclastic Mason is annoyed 
at the manner in which Polygram has 
handled their affairs, going back in time to 
at least the commencement of recording 
for Quasimodo’s Dream, in October last 
year.
“ We haven’t had one decision made in 
our favour about the whole album,”  he 
said, “ The film clip’s not ours, and the 
choice of the single’s not ours. The 
cover’s theirs. We haven’t got any say.
“ Peter [Plasvic], our A&R guy, agreed 
at the beginning of doing the album that 
he would serve discipline upon the band 
. . .  which he didn’t do, and they were 
fuckarsing around. . . .  If I said ‘Stop 
fucking around,’ they would go ‘Shut up, 
you c..., . . .  The contract’s fucked!”
Similar comments we may have heard 
all too often before, and not just about the 
large companies such as Polygram and 
EMI. The real question is whether these 
disagreements have had any grave 
detrimental effect on The Reels as a 
working cooperative, and on the ir 
recorded output. For example, only last 
month The Reels lost their keyboardist 
and co-producer Colin “ Polly”  Newham, 
apparently due to  Newham’s 
unwillingness to tour. However, Mason 
claims that “ Polygram said to us that we 
had to tour, even though we didn’t want 
to” . Therefore, it is at least plausible to 
suggest that the record company was 
partly responsible for Newham leavina 
The claim is denied by Polygram A&R 
manager Peter Plasvic, who commented 
that Polygram had merely “ brought to 
their attention that they should”  tour. As 
to the effect of Newham’s departure. 
Mason candidly admitted that “ since he 
left the keyboards have gone downhill, 
and they’re getting worse and worse 
every day” . He added that:
“ It’s getting to the point where we won’t 
be able to play most of the new stuff off 
the album . . .  For me, there’s no emotion 
on stage anymore. Karen and Craig have 
no feel for keyboards . . .  And as for me, I
can’t sing in time, let alone sing and play a 
keyboard in time” .
Indeed, recent Reels concerts in 
Melbourne and Sydney lend support to 
the view that the live show seldom 
manages to fire an all cylinders, and even 
when It does, the band lacks the technical 
skill to go with it. However, The Reels’ 
stage act is troubled by numerous 
factors, not least of which is 
disagreement within the band over the 
song list. Karen Ansell, for example, 
makes no bones about the unwise 
inclusion of Slim Dusty’s ‘Duncan’ in the 
show -  an inclusion that does wonders 
for Slim’s credibility, but little for The 
Reels’.
More importantly, with the new album, 
internal disagreements seem to have 
taken a heavy toll. Generally expected to 
do big business in the wake of their 
unanticipated Christmas hit, ‘According 
To My Heart’, Quasimodo’s Dream 
represents a crucial stage in The Reels 
career. But as usual, Dave Mason had 
some definite opinions to offer on the 
final product, which is due for release on 
May 15th:
“ I’m not happy with the album,”  he said, 
“ I hate the album. As co-producers, Polly 
and I started this album, and I walked out 
halfway through. I wasn’t satisfied with 
what was happening, and they weren’t 
willing to change it. I wanted to can it. I’d 
still love to can it.
“ I’m happy with about four songs. I like 
‘Depression’, except the vocals are flat. 
‘Kitchen Man’ could have been the best 
song on the album if it was done better. I 
like ‘For All We Know’ -  it’s got life. But the 
only recording we have done that I’m 
happy with is ‘After The News’. I think we 
couldn’t improve on that, recording-wise.
“ I’m not happy with the production. I’m 
not happy with the playing. We didn’t 
have the engineer we wanted . . .  Certain 
members of the band like it. But I’m the 
one who’s forced to endorse it. I’m forced 
to get on the phone and say that I love it” .
Consequent, one is apt to wonder just 
how serious The Reels are about their 
future if Dave Mason, the most 
indispensable member of the group, 
thinks their album should have stayed on 
the shelf. Mason’s explanation is that 
Polygram w ouldn ’t can the album 
“ because they’d spent too much money 
on it” . And all this at a time when they 
desperately need to build on the 
short-lived success of the EP. Otherwise,
it is certain that The Reels will grind to an 
inelegant halt.
In most parts of Austra lia , and 
especially in Sydney, The Reels are little 
more than a cult band made respectable 
by their TV audience. With radio stations, 
they have encountered a lot of resistance, 
although Melbourne may be leading a 
change. |n Sydney, things are hardly 
assisted by Mason’s outspokenness:
“ 2SM hate us, they always have,”  he 
said with bitterness “  ‘According To My 
Heart’ is the only thing they’ve ever 
played, and they were forced to do that.
“1 went and had a talk with the music 
director when ‘After The News’ was failing 
badly, and he said, ‘You’re too much like 
Village People and Lipps Inc’ and stuff 
like that. At that time, ‘Funky Town’ was 
number one. So, I got really angry and told 
him he was stupid and walked out. 
Haven’t been heard on 2SM since.
“ Sydney’s notorious for heavy metal 
rock, but they don’t play that on the radios 
either. They just play American shit here 
. . .  I went to 2MMM and, you know, it’s like 
taking the e levator up to LA. It’s 
hopeless” .
Moreover, Dave Mason knows full well 
that very few people bother to buy Reels 
records and go to their shows as well. Yet 
that is precisely what The Reels require if 
they wish to make three years of hard 
work pay off.
Of course, one could be forgiven for 
th ink ing  that Dave Mason is jus t 
mouthing sour grapes over The Reels 
consistent failure to live up to early 
predictions about the course of their 
careers. Or even for thinking he may be 
try ing  to re-negotiate has contract 
through the press. However, with sense 
of humour intact, he remains optimistic 
about the future:
“ Three-quarters of the time spent on 
both of the albums and the EP was spent 
on the drums,”  he said, “ The album was 
mixed in two days -  soniething that’s 
really stupid . . .  But now, John [McBliss] 
is gone, and he was the one spending all 
that time with the drums. And Polly’s 
gone and he was the one encouraqing all 
that sort of stuff, whereas he should have 
been doing all that in the mixing console. 
So, recording for us from now on is going 
to be easier” .
Also, although Mason has been critical 
of the constant touring, both he and the 
other members seem enthusiastic about 
the forthcoming national tour (including 
Tasmania and WA).
“ It’s called the Kitchen Man tour,”  said 
Karen, “ We’ll have a kitchen set, and 
everyone’s going to be dressed in what 
they wear in their own kitchens . . .  Dave 
can make coffee for the band” .
“ It’s going to really theatrical, this 
tour,”  Dave added, “ And it will really 
camp too” .
Nonetheless, musically, the new tour 
will coritain pretty much the same stuff we 
heard on their last tour -  basically, 
promotion of the new album, plus the old 
favourites, plus a few covers. Mason 
admitted that he hasn’t written a song of 
any consequence for over six months 
now. ‘Quasimodos Dream’, for example, 
was written nearly three years ago.
“ Last song I wrote was ‘Chemistry & 
Mystery’ -  no, last song I wrote was 
‘Number Three’ with Craig [Hooper], but I 
don’t count them as songs. Because 
when I write with Craig, it’s ail fake, you 
know -  let’s do this, let’s use a Gary Glitter 
drumbeat, a T-Rex riff -  stuff like that. It’s 
formula stuff. When / write, it’s just 
whatever comes out of my head.
“ The rhythm’s a natural thing -  it comes 
from us. We don’t try to listen to African 
music and say we’re going to do that. 
People always say ‘You’re so boppy, I 
can’t stand the bop’. That’s one thing we 
have been trying to do -  to slow down the 
bop.'And not be so bouncy, but we just 
can’t seem to get rid of it . . .  All our 
arrangements are usually, at least up until 
Polly left, very inspired by brass bands 
. . .  I never write straight rock ’n’ roll 
because I can’t play it” .
Whether or not this sort of optimism is 
sufficient to overcome their many and 
major problems is anyone’s guess. 
Unless the album sells very strongly, 
those problems are not likely to disappear 
of their own accord. Yet, it is hard not to 
notice how easily Dave Mason can switch 
from scathing criticism of his record 
company, etc., to an almost naive 
expression of m ischievous glee and 
hope. Indeed, he is a consummate 
practitioner of that finest of art forms -  the 
politics of personality. As he said in 
Melbourne:
“ Next tour we’re going to TV on stage -  
special programmes to go with special 
songs. If people are bored with the music, 
then they can always watch the screen” .
Where no doubt we’ll see The Reels 
playing on a TV quiz show called Devil’s 
Advocate.
BRETT WRIGHT
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The Woolly Ones: Michael Hope, David Lennon, Ngaire Naffin, Collette Snowden, Jim Bowden, Cathy Tune (pic: Peter Seifert)
ANZAC DAY 1981, 
and while a fair percen­
tage of the populace 
were locked into remem­
bering the past, Adelaide 
reggae-based band 
JUMPERS were more 
eager to talk about the 
present. Just one week 
previously they had 
showcased their new 
line-up for the first time in 
public before a three 
, hundred-strong crowd at 
the Governor Hind- 
marsh, and all indica­
tions were that they 
would soon be able to 
re-establish and extend 
their reputation as a reli­
able dance band. Now, 
over tea and a feast of 
burnt Anzac biscuits 
prepared especially to 
commemorate the fallen, 
the band seemed only 
too willing to talk about 
what they saw more as 
an arrival than a re- 
emergence. There ap­
peared to be no lack of 
satisfaction with the new 
sound, with “older” Jum­
pers expressing a pre­
ference for the new 
line-up. ^
want to concentrate on 
original material, because 
most people who want to do 
that are already doing it for 
themselves. And by this 
time we were increasing the 
percentage of originals in 
the repertoire at a fairly 
rapid rate” .
DL: “Yes, we started out
it’s correct to still call your­
selves a reggae/ska band?” 
DL: “ I think it is because I 
think at least 60% of our 
material still is -  and we 
don’t play straight rock in
any way because we never
3Glt(
doing 100% reggae covers 
jrsefv-  teaching ours l es to play 
by listening to Toots & The 
Maytais records -  this was 
before reggae had been 
heard very much out here, 
so we sounded a little  
straage to audiences at 
first. The writing started 
ift/hen we needed a lot of 
numbers very quickly in 
Drder to be able to play a 
esidency. Now well over 
lalf the repertoire is original
- written by Michael or Jim, 
though we all have a hand in 
the arrangements. Some of 
the originals, like South of 
France, 1966, & Iranian 
Reggae will be familiar to 
some either from before or 
via airplay on 5MMM, but 
we also have a lot of new 
songs being presented for 
the first time” .
learned o play like that. But 
reggae doesn’t have to be 
restrictive at all -  we have 
taken that as our starting 
point and are trying to de­
velop the scope of the 
music for ourselves” .
MH: “David has this un­
written policy that every­
thing we do should be very 
danceable. We like to see a 
crowd going wild and 
dancing on each others 
shoulders, etc.” .
DL: “That’s why we’re in 
no hurry to ditch the copies
Currently, Jumpers, are 
David Lennon, drums; 
Michael Hope, bass; Jim 
Bowden, Keyboards & voc­
als, with new members 
Cathy Tune, vocals; Col­
lette Snowden, sax and 
Ngaire Naffin, sax. They 
were obviously delighted to 
be back in the public eye, so 
why had it taken so long to 
do so?
MH: “Well, one of the 
main reasons for that was 
simply that we found it 
incredibly difficult to find 
people who were interested 
in doing what we were 
doing. A lot of people were 
put off, for example, by the 
feet that we wanted to play 
mainly reggae/ska music. 
It’s also d ifficu lt to find 
people to play in a band that
RR: “What inspires the 
lyrics for your songs?”
MH: “ I write cartoon-type 
songs about external situa­
tions -  there’s very little 
that’s at all personal in any 
of my songs. Jim tends to 
write more inwardly, or at 
least start off from a per­
sonal angle. And of course 
he draws from his experi­
ences of having lived in a 
number of different coun­
tries” .
RR: “Yes, I noticed you 
tend to drop a lot of names 
of exotic places in your 
songs. You don’t think this 
will be seen to be a bit 
pretentious?”
CS: “No, we know where 
all these countries are” .
MH: “ Jim has photo­
graphs and we’ve all looked 
at them” .
RR: “With your newest 
songs you seem to be get­
ting away from the reggae/ 
ska thing a bit. Do you think
altogether. Some of them 
are great songs, the audi­
ence can relate to them, 
and we enjoy playing them, 
so why get rid of them?” 
RR: “Getting back to the 
question of finding your new 
line-up, what about the 
slightly unusual move of not 
using guitar?”
MH: “ Well, finding a 
guitarist was proving to be 
quite a problem, that is, 
finding people who could 
play well enough whd were 
willing to limit themselves to 
chugga-chugga reggae 
rhythms. It felt like we were 
the only band in Adelaide, 
that didn’t want screaming 
guitar solos. After a while 
we just decided that it 
sounded fine without guitar, 
so we stopped looking” .
CS: “ I had felt early on 
that we could get by without 
guitar, but being new I didn’t 
feel confident enough to 
push the idea.”
MH: “Yes, I thought it 
would be interesting, but I 
didn’t think the others would 
go 1or it. As it is, I switch to 
guitar for those songs that 
seem to really need it, so 
we’re quite happy about it” .
needed to notice. The 
guitarist knew that it was 
sounding O.K. and he just 
kept on stage. and went 
around annoying other 
members of the band while 
the roadies fixed it up for 
him” .
RR: “What about the fact 
that the three new Jumpers 
are all women -  was that 
deliberate or just co­
incidental?”
MH: “Oh, quite coinci­
dental. We were quite open 
to whatever combination 
came along. We advertised 
the positions and every­
thing just followed” .
CS: “ I was just deter­
mined to get into a band, 
any band that would have 
me, and Jumpers won” .
NN: “ In my particular 
case the ad I saw was for a 
brass player and I thought 
being a rock band they 
wouldn’t know the differ­
ence. I thought they were 
probably just looking for a 
brassy' woman
CT: “ I had only been back 
in Adelaide for one day. 
Collette knew I was looking 
for a band, so she got me to 
come along and audition.”
MH: “The last incarnation 
of Jumpers was all male, 
though we’ve worked with 
women in the past -  our 
mixer last year, for exam­
ple, and many of my songs 
had been written with a 
female singer in mind. So as 
I said, we were quite open to 
any particular combina­
tion.”
DL: “There have been 
women in all the best bands 
in the whole city for the
whole year -  there’s nothing 
new of controversial in the
slightest about that.”
CS: “We have as much 
say as we want to give. The 
only real problems we have
had to overcome are inex­
perience and the fact that 
we didn’t know any of the 
others before we started 
playing with them. So com­
munication was initia lly 
much better between the 
three established mem­
bers, but that’s only 
natural.”
RR: “And now for the 
inevitable ‘plans for the 
future’ question” .
MH: “Well, if you’re just 
slightly careful about your 
organisation there’smore 
you can get out of it all -  
perhaps a single, an in­
terstate trip or whatever. So 
we’re keeping that in mind. 
At the moment our main aim 
is to consolidate the new 
line-up and see what hap­
pens from there” .
Jumpers are currently 
presenting a four week sea­
son at the Alma Hotel until 
the end of May.
DL: “Take the Madness 
concert. There the guitar 
completely fucked out for 
,two or three songs and it 
sounded just fine. Nobody
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whatever happened to Les 
Trois Etransers
V .V .\V .:.V .V .^K f^  .
In Adelaide at present 
we are experiencing a 
resurgence in exciting 
live performances. All 
the bands that have 
survived have either left 
the state or restricted 
their performances to a 
few a month.
This has left a gap to 
be filled by anyone who 
was good enough. One 
of the new breed is a 
band called “ Les Trois 
Etrangers” .
This is a relatively new band 
to Adelaide. They have only 
been playing Adelaide for 3 
months coming out of the 
woodwork from an obscure 
past. “ Les Tro is ’’ are the 
closest to theatre pop we have 
seen since early Split Enz. 
Their live performances have 
covered a wide range of 
themes: Country and Western 
Hoedowns; Trips in outer 
space and under the sea. As 
well as a rip off Kabuki show in 
the traditional form.
The band comprises 2 
women, Jandy and Zelda, and 
1 male, Stuart. Between them 
they have received the usual 
amount of criticism both good 
and bad. Here then is their 
story:-
Why the name Les Trois 
Etrangers?
Zelda: “We wanted something 
new and totally
unpronounceable as a name. 
Jandy came up with the name 
the 3 Strangers. But that was 
too easy to say. So I thought of 
France and translated that into 
French. Hence ‘Les Trois 
Etrangers’.’’
What are your influences ? 
Stuart: “I don’t think what we 
have as influences matters. 
Everybody sees different 
elements coming through in our 
performances.’’
Jandy: “Our influences aren’t 
necessarily people but 
sounds.’’
Zelda: “We are influenced by 
other musicians such as Bowie 
and Elvis Presley. But sounds 
are more important. We might 
listen to a Japanese or Chinese 
movie soundtrack. From those 
pieces we discover sounds we 
are looking for' then we use 
them.’’
How would you describe your 
music then?
Jandy: “ Anything from toy 
sounds to dramatic raging. We 
cover a broad cross section of 
styles.’’
Stuart: “We are very dramatic.” 
Zelda: “Nice and light and 
commercial like pop is. Our 
music has stronger moods, 
more dramatic moods but most 
of it is very light, very 
danceable.
“A lot of people come along 
to see us and hear us play. 
They usually, at first, say, awh 
we can’t dance to your music’. 
That is ridiculous because you 
can dance to all of our music. 
We try to dance to the music on 
stage but we have the obvious 
commitment to playing our 
instruments. But everyone can 
dance to our music.”
Have you set out deliberately to 
be so accessible?
Stuart : “No, but we have aimed 
to be commercially accessible 
in some respect.”
Zelda:’ “We have aimed to 
produce a sound that is quite 
unlike anything else. We don’t 
want people to say they are just 
like such and such. We don’t 
want to be that sort of 
commercially accessible.”
How did the formation of the 
band come about?
Stuart: “ By accident.”
Zelda: “ It all came about by a 
holiday. Stuart and myself were 
in Sydney doing lots of things, 
busking trying to form a band 
with certain musicians. We had 
a great synthesiser player who 
left to join ‘Sideshows 
Company’ at the Tivoli in 
Sydney. We had a fabulous 
drummer and bass player for a 
while. We were almost in a 
recording situation. But things 
just happened. It was number 
8. Number 8 is bad luck for us. 
So at the end of all things we 
just decided to get out. Stuart 
and myself decided to get away 
from everything.
“ Up in Sydney we knew 
people liked what we had 
produced. So we decided to 
develop it ourselves. Then we 
came down to Adelaide and 
met up with Jandy.
“Jandy had a band together, 
a small bedroom band. We 
could see Jandy wasn’t a 
musician in Sydney. But now 
she had taught herself to play 
piano and synthesiser. She had 
a drum machine. She was just 
the percussionist that we 
needed. We joined together 
and played a few songs and 
everything just happened then 
and there.”
Wh • ^id you go into playing live 
music ?
J a n d y W e i I I was going to do 
something else, which I won’t 
tell you. But basically it ’s 
something I had wanted to do 
for a long time. In Sydney on 
occasion I had fiddled around 
on synthesisers that other 
people had. I was in a band that 
did one performance that was 
bizarre. A savage contrast vyas 
written about us. Then I came 
to Adelaide, bought my equip­
ment and started playing with 
some people. But I found it very 
hard finding people to play with.
“Then I met up with Stuart 
and Zelda again. After the first 
things were happening so 
much quicker.
“ I wasn’t originally going to 
play in a band with a guitarist. 
But Stuart’s guitar playing was 
so good I decided I could play 
with him and Zelda. I really 
loved Zelda’s fabulous voice. 
They said to me, forget about 
those other people and I said 
sure.
“Also I realised the 3 of us 
worked together really well. I 
was having a lot of trouble with 
the other people because of the 
cabaret aspect of performing 
which I really wanted. They 
couldn’t provide it. So I would 
have to carry all the load on my 
own shoulders. But now the 
load is shared evenly between 
Zelda, Stuart and myself.” 
Zelda: “ The other people 
couldn’t accept Jandy’s songs. 
It is even hard for us to 
understand thern. Jandy’s 
songs are on a far out wave 
length.”
What’s so d iffe rent about
Jandy’s songs?
Stuart: “ The phrasing, the 
timing and sometimes what 
they deal with.”
Zelda: “The other musicians 
couldn’t work with her. Jandy 
would play something and the 
rest of the band would go off 
into something different. They 
cou ldn ’t examine or 
understand Jandy’s music.
“ Anyway Les Trois 
Etrangers started. We 
rehearsed for 6 weeks. We had 
a basic collection of songs. 
About an hours worth of music, 
including our breaks which 
were quite long.
“ We played our first 
performance at Hotel 
Performance on my birthday. It 
was a magical night. 150 
people came expecting 
something fantastic. I suppose 
we didn’t give them something 
so fantastic. Our sound was 
soft, not thumping, great rock 
and roll. They were something 
beautiful though. We all 
dressed up. We looked 
glamorous and lovely.
“ People were so thrilled with 
the visuals. We were excited by 
the visuals too. There was so 
much energy present. As well 
as the good points a heap of 
things went wrong. A typical 
first night.”
Do you think the visuals take 
over?
Zelda: “Sure, they are
supposed to. With Jandy’s 
background, being a cabaret 
performer, and mine also it’s 
only natural that the visuals 
take over.”
Stuart:“That’s why we venture 
into mime in our 
performances.”
Zelda: “ It is very important for 
us to have a vast amount of 
visual things going on on 
stage.”
Do you receive much feedback 
from your audiences ?
Zelda: “We receive feedback 
from those in the audience who 
understand what we are doing 
in our shows. But not many 
people have enough 
perception. A few people who 
do understand become upset 
when we only play to about 
12-16 people.”
Are you making any musical 
compromises ?
Zelda: “ No. But it has been 
suggested we do, to make 
more money, thus making it 
viable to travel. We are 
compromising to a certain 
degree by staying in Adelaide.
“ People want or expect a 
compromise from us and bands 
like Nuvo Bloc, they come 
expecting to see a drummer 
and bass player.”
Politics?
Zelda: “The only politics we 
have is that we don’t intend to 
be treated like the normal rock 
and roll band.
“ ‘Les Trois Etrangers’ have 
only just began to experience 
all the disrespect innovators 
receive in Adelaide. Adelaide is 
not a very helpful place if you 
want to be different in a live 
band situation. Promoters have 
ignored ‘Les Trois Etrangers’. 
The reasons given are quite 
stupid and narrow minded. But 
the band have transcended all 
this petty behaviour. They have 
come out of it greatly enriched 
as performers and people.”
DIRK WARHOL
THE ROCK ’N’ ROLL 
SUPERMARKET
THE BEST BANDS 
ABDBND 
AT
THE BEST PBIGES 
IN TOWN
H ILT O N  H O T EL
CORNER SOUTH & BURBRIDGE RDS., HILTON
Every Thurs, Fri, Sat and Sun.
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STAUNGRADI
NEW RACE 
SUNNY BOYS 
THE END
Queensland University,
Brisbane.
The billing for Radio 4ZZZ’s Anzac 
Day Joint Effort was to say the least 
impressive. It was abundantly clear early 
in their first song that it was the 
re-vamped Radio Birdman (New Race) 
that everyone had come to see.
Radio Birdman never made it to Queens­
land in their heyday, and as such it wasn’t 
surprising to see 1400 people stray from the 
TV set to witness the closest thing to the 
original since.
Brisbane band The End commenced the 
proceedings with an impressive set that has 
come a long way since they first appeared 
around the middle of last year. Originals like 
"White World" with its compulsive rhythms 
and Tom Verlaine influenced guitar lines, and 
"Birthday Boy” are the highlights of the 
performance. The End’s tasteful selection of 
covers by people such as the Velvet Under­
ground, Nico, Wire and The Feelies are
Deniz Tek (pic: Algra)
slowly moving into the background as the 
band pursue their own material. The End’s 
set was only marred by the usual sound 
problems associated with playing at the 
bottom of a billing such as this.
The Sunnyboys, as usual, put up a sterling 
show. It was faultless. Their sound was 
crystal clear almost from the word go. What’s 
more, the constant playing over the last few 
months hasn’t yet taken the edge off the 
enthusiasm and spark they exhibit on stage. 
They still seem to be having as much fun 
performing a bracket of songs that hasn’t 
changed much since January. Opening with 
"Love to Rule" the audience is immediately 
forced to react. The set continues to improve 
as the band work through the songs of a 
young man obviously confused by girls 
(aren’t we all?) One gets the impression as 
Jeremy Oxley sings" . . .  I’m a happy m an. . . ” 
that he’s not telling us the truth.
As the Sunnyboys run through their 
material it becomes increasingly clear that 
the songs on the Phantom e.p. are not the 
only well crafted pop songs that the band 
have. The song "Physical Jerk" is another 
impressive tune that shows off Jeremy’s 
strong vocals and the band’s great debt to the 
Kinks. It’s typical Sunnyboys and I don’t care 
haw may clichd you can find.
The band quickly play their mandatory 
cover of The Remains’ "Why Do I Cry” as 
chills run up my spine. What good taste these 
guys have! Closing the show with "Alone 
With You”  I do believe that I’ve just seen one 
of the most professional yet energetic and 
entertaining performances by a rock band to 
date. The audience surprisingly doesn’t 
show the same enthusiasm; the house lights 
go up and taped music booms through the 
p.a.
This was New Race’s third appearance. 
They had played an unannounced gig in 
Wollongong and the prior evening at the 
Playroom on the Gold Coast. Reports of 
those shows had been encouraging.
Tonight’s performance was not to be. Right 
from the outset there was trouble. Deniz Tek 
took the stage in sunglasses and cuban 
heels really looking the part, but it wasn’t long 
before the massive audience sensed that 
something was wrong. Tek’s effect pedal, 
enabling him to make some of those won­
derful guitar sounds you can hear on record, 
was malfunctioning and he was obviously 
annoyed.
Despite the technical problems the band 
churned out, in rapid succession, "Burn My 
Eye”, "Smith and Wesson Blues” and "TV 
Eye”, and although Younger was back to his
old stage antics, the feeling wasn’t there. A 
few more songs passed leaving no worthy 
impression. Then came the “ latest” single 
"Alone In The Endzone”, obviously missing 
the keyboards on the recording. By this time 
I’m beginning to get bored by some fairly 
dated guitar interaction between Tek and 
Asheton. It seemed to bo more a competition 
for the two rather that any attempt to 
reconstruct the complementary nature of the 
two guitars in Birdman. Self indulgent you 
might say.
My sadly waning interest is revived by a 
couple of Birdman’s live favourites. "Man 
With Golden Helmet” was good without 
being great, while "Descent Into Maelstrom” 
was probably the saving grace or highlight of 
the performance.
Of the other musicians involved, Denis 
Thompson lived up to expectations and also 
rrianaged to break a snare skin commenting 
" . . .  they don’t make ’em like they used to” in 
a heavy Detroit accent. Warrick Gilbert, on 
loan from the Hitmen, just seemed to be 
going through the motions. What more can 
you say?
DAVID PESTORIUS
NEW RACE 
THE CHURCH
Family Inn, Rydalmere, N.S.W.
I grew up in Brisbane, so a few songs 
on the ABC’s Rockturnal one night was 
the closest I ever came to seeing Radio 
Birdman live. Besides, the Saints always 
loomed that much larger in my legend 
(being a Corinda boy myself). Sure I 
bought the "Radios Appear” album 
when it came out, but I never thought it 
bore comparison with the Saints monu­
mental "(I’m) Stranded”. And as for the 
Stooges and the MC5, my education in 
that direction was very limited, although I 
do remember once playing in a band that 
made a less than creditable attempt at "I 
Wanna Be Your Dog". But that of course 
is another story.
Now why I mention all this is that upon 
moving to Sydney, I could never quite come 
to terms with this city’s obsession with the 
Birdman legend. I’m sure there are 
thousands of people who never even saw the 
band, yet are as passionately gripped by the 
whole affair as those who actually witnessed 
the event. Just look at the string of bands 
thrown up in the Birdman wake— the Psycho 
Surgeons, the Hellcats, Surfside 6, Shy 
Imposters, Room 101, the Sunny Boys and 
more to boot. A strange phenomenon in­
deed.
But first let me digress a little and make 
mention of the support band the Church. And 
I’m sure this won’t be the last you hear of 
them. In an odd way they come over like 
Flowers, but with two guitarists who’d look 
more at home in Thin Lizzy. I can’t imagine 
why I thought of the Flowers comparison. 
Maybe it was their air of moody arrogance. 
Anyway they have an eminently marketable 
singer, Countdown bore witness to that, and 
even if his voice wavered dangerously in and 
out of tune at times, it was satisfyingly 
distinctive. And they are the proud owners of 
a fine new single "The Unguarded Moment”.
Anyway, back to the task at hand and 
finally New Race hit the stage amid a flurry of 
guitar tuning. They lined up with Deniz Tek, 
Rob Younger and Warwick Gilbert from the 
original Birdman, Ron Asheton one time of 
the Stooges and Dennis Thompson ex­
drummer from the MC5. And surprisingly, 
behind the speaker stack and out of sight, a 
keyboards player who surfaced briefly during 
"Man With The Golden Helmet”.
Rob Younger looked like nothing better
than death warmed up, and the succession of 
blood curdling whoops and growls he let out 
during the course of the evening suggested 
his condition may be worsening. Deniz Tek 
stalked the left hand side of the stage, his jaw 
stuck out menacingly, his fingers ripping off 
the power chords even more menacingly. 
Would you let this man loose on your tonsils 
and adenoids? On the other side Ron 
Asheton looked for all the world like some 
middle aged ex-guerilla leader, replete with 
camouflage battle dress and the same rose 
tinted glasses he wore on the back cover of 
the first Stooges album. He looked clumsy 
and decidedly ill at ease.
In fact the whole affair was rather sloppy 
and on more than one occasion, I saw Deniz 
Tek giving cues to his other band members. 
Still that’s not surprising considering the 
speed with which this band was assembled. 
At one point Deniz Tek invited a heckling 
patron to get his own super group together. 
Anyway, their roughness was about their 
most endearing feature.
But if the band weren’t tight, they certainly 
were loud. Soon after they began, a friend 
turned to me and asked how so few people 
could make so much noise. They surely were 
one of the loudest bands I’ve ever witnessed. 
But I suppose that’s what hard rock is all 
about. And if that’s your cup of meat (and it 
certainly was for the Rydalmere crowd. They 
took to It like fish to water) then go for it. This 
could be your idea of heaven. No room for 
subtlety. No room for anything for that matter 
except a powerhouse of rirfing, an aural 
landslide.
Rob Younger (pic: Algra)
At one point Rob Younger ceased his 
dervish like dancing long enough to an­
nounce, “All hail Columbia. The new Race is 
not too far from the stars” I couldn’t believe 
they were about to do a Donovan song. Or, 
maybe this was the key to the true meaning of 
the band? Or maybe not. It turned out to be 
an anthem for Space Shuttle afficionados. 
Probably the newest song amidst a set of 
new ana old, the Birdman story thus far, so to 
speak. The aural onslaught went on.
And from what I can see, it means the 
Radio Birdman myth won’t up and die yet. 
More likely in the wake of the New Race tour, 
it will grow larger and more revered than it 
ever was, and amongst the hard rocking, 
heavy masses of Sydney’s western suburbs, 
it will soar to undreamt of heights. Yeh hup 
(for what it’s worth).
SCOTT MATHESON
ROCK 'IT  ROLL SUPERRURKET
Rock ‘n’ roll supermarket-? Six bands 
for 99 cents. This I gotta see. The 
potential of the idea is immediately 
entertaining, and the possibilities end­
less. At first glance it seems a magnifi­
cent gesture. In fact it is. That a promoter 
would take the chance on rock bottom 
door prices, put (until lately) no less than 
six Adelaide bands on the bill, seems, on 
its face, absurd. Too good to be true. 
Such an animal could not exist. It’s a 
while before you start wondering where 
the hell they’re going to get the six 
bands, regularly, from.
In reality, the bulk of the problem lies elsewhere.
The Hilton (the suburb Hilton, not the multi­
national) Hotel is venue to the rock ‘n’ roll 
Supermarket. The brave step has been taken. Six 
bands play forty minute sets through 'til two (or 
there-abouts) in the morning.The cost to the eager 
consumer is a mere 99 cents. The practical 
imagination sees wall to wall people, enthusiasti­
cally taking in the varying entertainment, appear­
ing promptly by courtesy of efficient road crews. 
One conjures visions of all local bands scurrying to 
be part of a massive relieving of stress in a 
situation where one thing matters . . .  the party. A 
party to celebrate no rip-off prices, live entertain­
ment and freedom of expression. A freedom of 
optimistic choice.
All that it requires for this to happen is a few 
brains. It seems that a few brains are a bit lacking. 
The gesture is there and hardly anyone gives a 
shit.
The first one of these gigs I went to was, to be 
kind, comic. I arrived fresh from a screening of Taxi 
Driver, carrying a hideous hangover, and calmly in 
need of some entertainment of substance (and a 
drink). . .  I got the drink. I also got ‘entertainment’, 
right out of the Stone Age. I never knew 
Neanderthals were so funny.
I’ve deliberately forgotten the titles of the groups 
responsible for this conspiracy, but I can tell you 
that I was absolutely amazed that mindless 
schloch like this could exist. I must be sheltered, 
but I was of the opinion that dumb (read DUMB) 
heavy metal was extinct. Not half dumb, but 
completely stupid. Not a fuctioning braincell in the 
place (The Shreds’ Ken Sykes was there (they’d 
played earlier) but he was functioning on a motor 
basis on ly). . .  These morons blundered about the 
place, and every couple of minutes played a chord. 
They proved how incredibly big their dicks were by 
playing forty-five minute solos.
I laughed a bit, then went and helped Ken with 
his next keg.
Another visit was less joyful for the most part, 
because it should have been terrific. I encountered 
again the real reason, besides long breaks and 
poor bands, that the supermarket often bombs. 
The three last bands. The Shreds, The Spell, and
The Outcasts, are good bands, but very few people 
came to see them. 1 missed the first two bands (so 
I’m guilty too) and arrived whilst The Boltz were 
uh . . . hm, playing.
The Boltz, besides having such a wonderful 
name, also have class. They’ve diversified. Not 
only can they play that putrid heavy metal shit, but 
they can also play putrid middle of the road 
schmaltz shit too. Enough said, except perhaps 
that they so singlehandedly destroyed the atmos­
phere in the place that no-one woke up ’til next 
morning.
Next up the Shreds played a fairly lacklustre set 
to nil reaction save the odd yawn, and the 
occasional “Get off” . When the crowd (what there 
was of it) has spent the previous forty minutes 
getting as far from a band as possible, it takes 
more than technical hassles and an unfortunate 
selection (for a big room like the Hilton) of songs. 
The Shreds came across about one tenth as good 
as they can be. They picked the wrong songs for 
the night, and had an unavoidable bad mix.
The Spell played to a slightly better reaction 
(though the thirty five minutes allowed on the night 
didn’t allow much flexibility). The Spell play a kind 
of lively ‘punk-pop’ that while sometimes a Ijttle 
colourless, is reasonable dance music. They seem 
to lack the charisma which would do their music 
and ability justice. They work hard, and sometimes 
it pays off spectacularly. This night it didn’t.
Chief songwriter and singer Alf Omega has a
good ‘sense for lyrical arrangement and is a 
dedicated and energetic performer. His singing 
voice is at times uninteresting though, and I fear 
that (perhaps) nerves cause liim to be somewhat 
unconvincing.
The Spell have some good songs which have 
yet to be developed to anywhere near their true 
potential, which they should have been, consider­
ing the quality of lead guitarist Victor Muizulis, and 
a tight, pounding rhythm section.
Myself and a good twenty or so others were still 
around to watch The Outcasts deliver one of their 
usual punishing assaults. These guys are defin­
itely the most powerful thing Adelaide has pro­
duced. Giant, beating Sydney styled rock. They 
are convincing, accomplished, and polished. They 
could take on much of what Sydney has to offer 
and flatten it like a steamroller.
They do have an annoying tendency to do 
peculiar things like a Mi-Sex song, when their 
originals are fifty times as good, and one-hundred 
per cent more sincere. Their lead guitarist’s 
tendency towards heavy metal sounds and post­
urings has been known to make The Outcasts 
unwatchable and unlistenable at times, it seems 
inconsistent with this smooth, fast, attack. None of 
this was greatly in evidence this night, and I left 
really impressed.
The Outcasts are a tremendous band, with the 
potential to take themselves on to enormous 
things. If they don’t. I’ll eat my editor’s haggis.
JOHN DOE.
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SPORTS
Bombay Rock, Melbourne.
They come out kicking, their attack 
tight and nasty; there’s a detectable hint 
of desperation in the air tonight. The 
attitude is understandable. For Sports, a 
lot depends on immediate moves; their 
last two singles have stalled, ‘Suddenly’ 
was a bland hiatus in their career, and 
aspirations for mass success are in 
limbo for the moment.
For most ‘‘goodtime” bands with ambition, 
contradictions in purpose and creativity 
tend to arrive sooner or later. But Sports’ 
aims, and therefore their fate. Always a little 
too tense and lacking in swing despite 
rockabilly/Carlton r & b origins, they’ve spent
recent times trying on modern pop styles, 
irouqnoften failing thr gh their vice of looking over 
shoulders to see what their betters are doing.
Tonight offers, if nothing else, a spectrum 
of all their twists and turns. There are songs 
from their first album to their fourth, from 
vintage pub rock stylings through to what the 
world doesn’t need but still gets plenty of, 
cluttered imitations of the effortless sting of 
modern Costello. It’s a bind which Jo Jo Zep 
are even more gracelessly caught up in, and 
one which some other Australian bands in 
pursuit of the modern song (Dots. Reels),
either by hanging onto tradition, or else by 
exploding preconceptions, have managed to 
avoid.
Sports, it seems, find it hard to do either, 
but what they offer is not all too constrained 
to be effective. Black Stockings In Chelsea is 
a ballad that soars with more feeling than any 
they’ve attempted since Reckless, while the 
smooth white soul of Perhaps Perhaps and 
Blue Hearts glides by effortlessly. The newer 
rock’n’roll is less effective; Lucky Shop and 
How Come get clogged up with an excess of 
stiff rhythm moves.- Only Stop The Baby 
Talking with the power that was drained 
away in the studio restored, works totally as a 
dance song.
Outright failures are limited to Steve 
Cummings’ stodgy approach to the 
Easybeats Good Times (no comparison to 
the Steve Wright/Stevie Marriot duet on the 
original is possible) and a dull rendering of 
The Big Sleep’s atmospherics.
But there’s still an air of badly deployed 
resources hanging over the evening. Super­
ficially, everthing is synchronised, but Fred­
die Strauks precision drums and Paul Glove­
r’s bass rarely meet in the same spirit, while 
the approach of the two guitarists leaves a 
mile wide gap between them. Overlying 
everything are Cummings’ ever more man­
nered vocals. These days some kind of
frustration seems to well up in his singing, 
negating the playful passion he once turned 
on so easily: the carefree gymnastics of 
Cruising In The Citroen or Rockabilly Billy 
are long gone, but they haven’t been 
replaced by anything more interesting.
Probably the most frustrating failure of 
development has been that of Martin Ar- 
miger. In Bleeding Hearts/High Rise Bom­
bers days, he was developing a rackety, 
unique guitar and writing style that was a far 
more
interesting synthesis of Stooges/anglo-art 
influences than most of his punk contem­
poraries were attempting. The splintered 
images and rushing beat of Drug Sluts 
recapture those days, but Armiger’s main 
function has been churning out pop indistin­
guishable from that of the Cummings/ 
Andrew Pendelbury axis. Moments like last 
year’s stripped back and emotional giveaway 
single. Heart of Darkness, are small com­
pensation, something that could be said for 
all the flashes amid the confusion that marks 
this band’s recent progress. Once, they 
promised much more, and still there are 
unique resonances of lyrics, influences, 
styles being smothered in their work; hope­
fully, they’ll clear the decks for action once 
again.
ADRIAN RYAN
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SINGLES
Straight Eight: Tombstone' (Logo)
I know nothing about this band, not even where 
they’re from, so this single arrives totally out of the 
blue, into my world anyway. It sounds British, with 
that big slow beat, Cure-ish guitar and massed 
slow ‘whoa-whoa’s’. It has an indomitable pre­
sence, a certain grandeur and 1 want to find out 
more. Apparently there’s an album too, ‘Shuf- 
fle'n’Cut', so keep your ears peeled.
Peter L iiiie : ‘Adventures in Pain/ln 
Paradise’ (Missing Link).
Certified ‘cult figure’ Peter Lillie demonstrates 
his obsession with the visual arts on this one. 
‘Adventures . . .’ sounds like a mutant extract from 
a South Seas B-movie soundtrack, while the flip 
‘Homicide/Division 4’ is a tongue in cheek 
celebration of the pits end of Australian T.V. over a 
decidedly modern funk (done sloppily, thank god) 
backing. Destined for further cult status methinks. 
Ward 13: ‘See Venice and D/e’ (EMi) 
Lots of style but very little substance I’m afraid. 
Still a vast improvement on last year’s horrible 
‘Robot Wizards’. Once again movie soundtrack 
overtones, although this one is more your over­
blown Italian extravaganza trying to be hip, or even 
better, James Bond (Whaddya mean, there’s no 
difference?).
The Bureau: ‘Oniy For Sheep’ fWEA) 
The Bureau are most of Dexy’s Midnight 
Runners and they’ve come up with a debut single 
that has as much verve and swing and sting as 
anything the Young Soul Rebels ever did. The 
lyrics could be taken as a swipe at ex-Dexy’s 
frontman Kevin Rowland, but the lines,
‘You’re just another in a long line of fools. 
Promising us freedom with a new set of rules’ 
could be taken generally. The brass is the obvious 
stand-out, with bass and drums giving it an 
exhilarating punch. There’s flashes of piano and 
organ, very tasteful too, and it’s well sung. Great. 
The Crocodiles: ‘Heiio Giri’ (Stunn) 
‘Limp Kiwi pop’ I called this when I played it on 
5MMM the other week. And my opinion hasn’t 
changed much after a couple of listens. There’s no 
sparkle and no twists. Plodding pop.
Dave Edmunds: ‘Aimost Saturday 
Night’ (Swansong)
Dai tackles a John Fogerty song, and of course, 
the result is a delight. As a one man music 
recreator Dave Edmunds stands alone — a 
colossus of modern music. The man has more 
feeling for historical rock in his guitar pick than is 
evident on 10 albums of Sha-Na-Na, Racey, 
Showaddywaddy or any other rock relic raider you 
care to name. Dai makes the music live and 
breathe rather than just dressing it up in new 
clothes. A breath of fresh air.
Shakin’ Stevens: ‘This Oie House’ 
(C.B.S.)
Just what I was talking about. Slick rockabilly 
with sugary chorus makes for perfect AM radio 
fodder. No sign of roughness or (god forbid) 
danger. Safe. It’ll be huge. Actually Mr. Stevens 
has been shakin’ it for a long time so I s’pose we 
shouldn’t begrudge him his moment of pecuniary 
triumph.
UB40: ‘Dream A LielEarth Dies 
Screaming’ (Graduate)
Classy reggae, undulating deliciously all over 
the turntable.
The Selecter: ‘Ceiebrate the BuiieV 
(Chrysalis)
Dramatic, with stuttering bass and mournful 
horns, and a long way from the rinky-dink ska of 
‘Three Minute Hero'. Pauline Black sings a 
message with distinctive style and it seems that, 
like the Beat and Madness, ska has been 
jettisoned for a more individual sound. A different 
kitchen indeed. Watch them.
Moondogs: ‘Taiking in The Canteen’ 
(WEA)
Thrash rock trying to be funny. Recorded at 
Rockfield with ex-Motor Nick Garvey producing. 
They shouldn’t ’ve bothered.
Jim m y and the Boys: ‘They Won’t Let 
My Girlfriend Talk To Me’ (Avenue) 
Dilemma time. I hate Jimmy and the Boys (have 
even been known to call them the worst band in the 
world) but ioye Tim Finn’s songwriting. The song 
wins by a whisker. A big ‘high camp’ ballad, the sort 
Tim excels at, given the strings and kitchen sink 
big budget treatment by J. & the B’s. Tim? Did you 
fall or were you push^?
■PICTURE IN A GALLERY'
Mi-Sex: ‘Failing In and Out’ (C.B.S.)
Ballady, melodic and polished. Everyone loves 
sticking the boot into fallen heroes (or villains as 
the case may be) but Mi-Sex do what they do with 
competence and belief and even if their star never 
flares with the brilliance of 12 months ago I 
wouldn’t write their obituary yet. This probably 
won’t set the charts on fire but bodes well for the 
next album. (Not a space invader in sight.) 
Mark G illespie: ‘Deep As You’ (Wheat- 
ley Bros.)
Slow soulful singer-songwriter stuff. Not my bag 
but don’t let that deter you.
Street Angel: ‘Picture In A Gallery’ 
(C.B.S.)
At 3'41" a bit too long to sustain the original 
thought, but the thought is good. Well constructed 
guitar based pop. Julie Du Rieu sings marvellous­
ly, the song is well produced, and rates a definite 
thumbs up from this pair of hands.
Sports: ‘How Come’ (Mushroom) 
When you’ve got a voice as distinctive as Steve 
Cummings’ it’s very hard to sound ‘different’. 
Which is a shame because on the evidence of 
‘How Come’ and ‘Drug Sluts’ that’s what Sports 
are trying to do, unsuccessfully. For me. Sports 
operate best as a rock band. On ‘How Come’ 
they’ve severed all connection with their roots and 
wander aimlessly around a funk bassline. The 
guitars fiddle while the song goes up in flames, 
tragically because in Armiger and Pendlebury they 
have a potentially incendiary combination. Sports 
need a sign.
Freez: ‘Southern Freeze’ (WEA)
Funk dance music. My feet can’t hear it as it 
strolls along innocuously.
Colin Stead: ‘Wheels Of Love’ (Result)
The ‘Wild Thing’ riff recycled.
Boys: ‘Hurt Me Babe’ (Parole) .
Sounds a lot like their last one, whatever it was. 
Nice bop.
Little  Heroes: ‘For A Bleeding Heart’ 
(Giant)
The edges don’t quite fit, the seams still show, 
there’s perhaps too much producer (Peter Daw­
kins) and not quite enough band. But it’s interest­
ing lyrically and musically and I get tho feeling 
there’s better to come.
Susan Fassbinder: ‘Twilight Cafe’ 
(C.B.S.)
Punchy melodic pop, toe tapping and finger 
poppin’. Guitars, guitars, a dash of keyboards and 
a great vocal. Pop pick of the month.
Jets: ‘Who’s That Knocking’ (E.M.I.)
Boom bang bang. See Shakin’ Stevens.
Teach In: ‘Regrets’ (C.B.S.)
They should be having them about now.
Warm Guns: ‘The Young Go First’ 
(Vertigo)
Vapid and dire.
Billy Fields: ‘Bad Habits’ (\NEA) 
Sounds like Louis Armstrong. Now that can’t be 
bad can it? Mellow jazz for mellow moments. 
Mmmmmellow, Hmmmm.
Expresses: Tango in Mono (WEA) 
Sounds like the Shangri-La’s. Now that can’t be 
anything less than great, can it? No. This is 
excellent. A single Sydney’s Proteens woutd be 
proud of.
Jane Kenneway and Strange Be­
havior: ‘lOU’ (E.M.I.)
A bit heavy and plodding but Jane’s voice is, 
strong and insistent and just about saves the song. 
Sack the band, girl.
The Stranglers: ‘Thrown Away’ (L ib­
erty)
Weird, man.
Kim Wilde: ‘Kids In America’ (RAK) 
Bit different to ‘Day Trip To Abergavenny’ or 
whatever it was that Marty Wilde had a hit with over 
10 years ago. Kim is Marty’s daughter, see, and 
co-wrote this. Actually it’s not that different after all. 
New clothes that’s all.
The S to c k in g s : ( ‘S he’s A) D ev il’ 
(Rough Diamond)
Another variety of pop. Not a terribly strong 
song, but the guitar work is quite striking and it 
grows on you after a few listens. Can’t see it mak­
ing No. 1, but quite a pleasant first excursion from 
this ex-Perth band.
Flamin Hands: Wake Up Screaming’ 
(Phantom)
Ah, romangst! Julie Mostyn’s voice is the stand 
out feature on this medium paced rocker. Trembl­
ing and flat/hard, soft and loud by turns, it’s a 
strong performance. There’s some fluid sax and 
insistent high piano over the barrelhouse rhythm, 
to add the spice of variety. It’s not the best single 
this month but it’s a lot better than most. Torch 
lives!
Mental As A nyth ing: 7f You Leave Me 
Can I Come Too?’ (Regular)
A decrease in pace from the punk-pop of 
‘Romeo And Juliet’, this plaintive cry from the heart 
offers a new miracle way of stopping relationships 
ending. Martin Plaza is in good voice again, the 
rest of the band sound relaxed and cheerful, and 
this should keep the Mentals flag flying for the next 
couple of months while they get their next album 
together. Dan Hicks? Not in the race, mate.
DONALD ROBERTSON
The C y r il B. B u n te r B and : E.P. 
(Porksword)
Grizzly blues. Turgid and tedious.
Albania: ‘Albania’ (Chisw ick)
Very brash. Sorta Slavic rockabilly if that rriakes 
any sense. Certainly different, but weird without 
being deliciously so. You can make up your own 
mind on this one.
I know that Im gonna be like this forever funq
I’m never gonna be what I should LSJ
And you think that I’ll be bad for just a little while 
But I know that I’ll be T o f  G O O d
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THIS SOUND IS PERFECT..
N.M.E.(!)
THE BIRTHDAY PARTY 
Prayers On Fire 
(Missing Link)
Normally The Birthday Party are the 
archetypal purveyors of classically cal­
culated, orgasmically naturalistic funk. 
Here, though, the band has captured the 
airs, the essences of their manner which 
they matter-off-factly exude. No longer 
do the Birthday Party make idle stunted 
threats. They have matured to the point 
where the odour is now the illustration. 
The imagery of the band has at last been 
irrevocably and unashamedly captured 
in the music.
Often we may align ourselves with the 
thought that, in this country, to make a ‘good’ 
album we need to figure out what will sell 
overseas ’cause if it sells there it must be 
okay. Not so. Here’s the proof and hear it 
well; hear it ‘good’. Not for the Birthday Party 
spurious, petty little influences. From the 
rabid manic echoes of Beefheart in ‘Zoo 
Music Girl’ via Pere Ubu, Franz Kafka (in 
whom, in ‘Nick the Stripper’ and ‘King Ink’ , 
Cave finally flaunts his infatuation publicly), 
and violently volatile post primitive gases to 
the right now, and on time too, the Birthday 
Party have hit the ideas that they’re on about 
in the precise place at the correct time. No 
more do we talk of the Birthday Party’s 
influences and idols, we talk of them as 
influences and idols.
Ooohh, naughty, naughty boys! You snake 
charmers, you! ‘Zoo Music Girl’ is more than 
song; it’s soundtrack. Weaving its blatantly 
forward track round and round till hypnosis 
has set in, set out and exploded to the point of 
hyper movement-twitching-agitation.
‘Cry’ is no easier to stand still to. It’s 
romping perverse sections troping (thanking 
you Messrs Pew and Calvert) underline in 
thick black lines the crackly, thrushed tones 
of Cave’s voice; spinning like no other save 
for those wild untamed guitars of Rowland 
Howard (especially) and Mick Harvey, both
of whom repeat the process of upset (albeit 
with Harvey on p-p-piano this time) on 
‘Capers’. In which the band cannot escape, 
as if they’re trying anyway, that old religious 
ghost of Catholicism that so creatively haunts 
them. Really, if I were a priest I’d exorcise 
them. As it is I’m the devil (aren’t you all too?) 
and I’m laughing like crazy.
With the disc you hear the licks and written 
down inside the cover are the words as well. 
Words? Obtuse or art? Fun, fantastic or fat 
and flippant? Too much colour is what it is. 
Once before the black, white and grey were 
the only colours in their sunset. Now the sun 
is rising and the problem has turned full 
circle. Not too much to worry about though. 
Their delivery is certain and committed 
enough to dispel any doubts about inten­
tional avoidance of accessibility. What I 
admire is their fickle flow, their high tech eye 
raising flip and flash. It may not be the Pop 
Group but the words are certainly epochal 
pieces that hover somewhere in my night­
mares.
From the horrific all encapsulating strains 
of Cave’s ‘Metamorphisisistic’ (if the cap fits) 
vocals to Pew’s holy bass prowling like a 
capitalist marketeer in the misty background, 
‘King Ink’ describes it all (and more). Not just 
music. Not just a band. Here is an entity, a 
new brazen life force.
Speaking of violence. Here is ‘A Dead 
Song’. Picture the sea. Picture the sea being 
whipped to a more than plain froth and tidal 
wave level. Picture it to the level of unim­
agined nightmarish hell. It’s a primeval, 
primordial (pre-man that’s for sure) state­
ment of fieiy, wicked, gloating disgust. It’s a 
terrific, torrid torture of unsure funk loose in 
its base and flailing in its intent. For no longer 
is everything undoubted: even the clarinet 
chimes in and adds a piece to the argument 
against set social standards.
‘DullDay’ ’s (terrible) jokey lyrical pictures 
paint some precise images of hallucinogenic 
tonic that the actual song towers potently
over. This has more of the ‘conventional’ beat 
we’re more prone to be subjected to by local 
radio. Let that thought not fool you though -  
you most certainly can dance but watch your 
step or you’ll trip right over into a thrashing 
morass commonly referred to as sound.
Sometimes, when the pace of this record 
drives me to the brink, I allow myself to fall 
into hypnosis. When that happens, it’s ‘Yard’ 
that furthers my semi-induced state. It isn’t 
out of place ’cos it snares the beat, then 
covers it up with space, with odd stair­
climbing guitar picking, and other semi-silent 
condiments. What it toses in propulsion it 
gains in faint, subtle touches. ‘Just You and 
Me’ doesn’t wander too far away from that 
idea. It commits itself with a dash more flash 
than the other. Beatwise the pounding falters 
(admirably) before it clips into gear which is 
fine by my legs.
Howard’s guitar is more prone to sound 
Jike drainpipes scraping on the roof rather 
than pick on strings and 'Cry' holds within its 
reaches the prototype for that particular 
genre of sound. Not for these lads old terms 
and motifs. Everything has been cleansed 
then reducoed. Give them credit! Give it now!
‘Ho Ho’ and ‘Figure of Fun’ end the first 
side and end it with things that can be happily 
described as sounds that ‘auger well for the 
future’. ‘Ho Ho’ slows thing down, smooths 
them over -  does enough things to give them 
breathing space for the continuation and 
dispersing of vague ideas. ‘Figure of Fun’, 
meanwhile, holds the present theme and 
even indulges in some of the flat chording 
that the band used to undertake to be 
different in their earlier, not so halcyon days. 
These two are fine for now but they certainly 
exhibit a less fired, more immature collection 
of noises.
Getting past that, I guess it’s time to 
conclude the review. But when the NME says 
this sound is perfect and Melody Maker calls 
them almighty just/70W am I supposed to top 
that? (’cause if I could I would).
CRAIG N. PEARCE
THE REEI 
Quasimodo’s Dream 
(Polygram)
In the light of some of Dave Mason’s 
recent remarks, one would be hard 
pressed not to rate the second album 
from The Reels as less than a personal 
success. Nevertheless, even with the 
eyes picked out by two singles and an 
EP, Quasimodo’s Dream warrant some 
attention and, I hasten to add, a certain 
amount of praise.
Situated somewhere along the 
rocksteady/soul axis, perhaps between the 
rock rhythms of The Beat and the dub sounds 
of UB40, Quasimodo’s Dream is an uneven 
collection of quirky and occasionally menac­
ing compositions. Fading in with ‘For All We 
Know’, the album begins powerfully with the 
band at full throttle, and pointing the finger of 
doubt:
For all we know
There could be someone else
Inside of you
That scares you half to death . 
Because you haven’t got a heart 
Haven’t got a hope
as an effective bass/keyboards combination 
rolls the rhythm along.
Track two is the somnambulistic 
‘Quasimodo’s Dream’, which opens to a 
sound like rainwater creeping uphill and the 
standard Reels popcorn keyboards. An 
interesting chant effect on the vocals adds 
weight to Mason’s probing lyrics, in which the 
doubt expressed in the previous song begins 
to finger his own experiences:
Love won’t annihilate hatred
It builds you up til you’ve had enough
Then won’t let you be
Fame won’t alleviate heartache
Knocks at your door
Gives you the score
Then won’t let you be.
As Mason admits, the song has certain soul 
pretensions.
However, coupled with the opening track, it 
representsthe emotional highpoint of an 
album that, from this point on, chiefly serves 
to dissipate emotion. Following the title track 
is much more familar territory: the well-worn 
but pleasant Jim Reeves tune ‘According To 
My Heart’ ', the well-constructed but innocu­
ous ‘After The News’-, and then, skipping a 
track, the present single ‘Shout And Deliver’ , 
an infectious melody with anthemic lyrics and 
useful harmonies. Only the messy mix of 
‘Colorful Clothes’ makes any interruption to 
the chilling descent from the emotional 
capture of the first two songs.
Side two opens with ‘Dubbo Go Go’, a 
plodding tale of “ local politics” that distin­
guishes itself with some fuzzy guitar, very 
listenable bass and some rather anarchic 
drumwork. Then we encounter the first of 
three one-minute inclusions (collectively the 
B-side of ‘After The A/ews’) that, in their 
inconsequentiality can only work to break up 
the conceptual thrust of this or any pop 
album. Mason explains their presence as 
“space-fillers” for three songs they “had to 
dump out” . Next up is the lively ‘Depression’, 
the B-side of the current single, that employs 
some great fretless bass-work but which, 
after a good start, loses its momentum about 
halfway through. Then comes ‘Kitchen Man’ 
— potentially the strongest song on the 
album, it just fails to drag itself up from the 
depths. Replete with off-key horns, jingling 
percussives and throaty singing, the song 
conveys an atmosphere of spiritual depres­
sion and disorder that represents the only 
serious attempt to make a fist of the finger 
being waved at the beginning of the record. 
Interestingly, Mason resolves his doubt 
negatively:
I’m just a man 
Cleaning up the kitchen 
I do the best I can 
To make things right 
I don’t understand 
How I got here anyway 
Yes, I’m feeling down and out 
And so afraid . . .
The album then concludes unhappily with 
the dissonant and dreary ‘Cancer' — a song 
with “no substance” , as Mason concedes.
Throughout the record, Dave Mason sings 
both lead and backing vocals with a surpris­
ing variety of style. He is hardly a strong 
vocalist, but he is versatile yet distinctive. 
Furthermore, Karen Ansell’s backing vocals 
deserve a special mention, as does the 
bass-playing of Paul Abrahams. 
Quasimodo’s Dream is an unusual, almost 
bizarre album, with five excellent tracks out of 
a much-varied thirteen, and a firm promise of 
better to come from this underrated band.
BRETT WRIGHT
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THEBODGIES 
Sensational 
(Widgie Records)
A couple of weeks ago I was arguing 
with a friend in the local pub. We’d both 
had more than a few, and with drunken 
bravado I m ade-the  claim that 
(Adelaide’s) Units were as good as 
Rockpile. I realised I’d gone a bit over the 
top when my friend, a die-hard Rockpile 
fan, came over with a severe case of the 
or verbal assault and battery. Being in 
that state where one is prepared to 
swear then black is white without batting 
an eyelid, the statement provoked a 
most entertaining exchange of views.
And I’ll happily argue the point to anyone 
who is prepared to keep my glass filled of an 
evening.
But this isn’t the Units album I’m listening to 
at the moment (though I hope it isn’t too long 
away) but the Bodgies.
And the only reason I brought up the Units 
in the first place is that I consider the Bodgies 
to be as good as Dr. Feelgood. I’d even say I 
think they’re better (if they’re playing at 
home.)
In the same way that both the Units and 
Rockpile mine the sixties and late fifties, so 
the Bodgies and the Feelgoods mine that rich 
vein of blues and rhythhm and blues that 
stretches back past the fifties to the forties 
and even the thirties (dunno much about the 
twenties, wasn’t around). Yet, like the best 
revivalists, the Bodgies are also contempor­
ary, no mere copyists. Although the rhythms 
and styles are immediately familiar, there are 
only two covers on this their debut L.P.
‘Sensational’ presents both the studio and 
the live side of the Bodgies. The studio 
songs, seven of ’em, were recorded at vari­
ous Adelaide studios, while the live side was 
recorded at their home ground, the Angas 
Hotel Gust down from the cop shop in Angas 
St. Adelaide) where they have been playing
on Friday nights for almost two years now.
The Bodgies are three brothers and a bass 
player, Frank Lang who joined after the 
studio tracks were done, but who makes it 
onto side two. The Morrison brothers are Don 
(main vocals, guitar and harp), Geoff (guitar) 
and Brian (drums).
Through hard gigging and minimal equip­
ment expense (Brian’s $20 drumkit used to 
be an object of fascinated discussion around 
the Adelaide scene) they have saved up 
enough to put this album out, and are at this 
very moment consolidating a successful trip 
to the shrine of Ockerbilly, Melbourne.
The Bodgies are close cousins of the Mel­
bourne ockerbillies, Pelaco Bros., Auto­
drifters, Relaxed Mechanics et al who 
reigned supreme in Carlton during the mid­
seventies, and who are survived by the Crac­
kajacks and the Johnny Topper Band (if he’s 
got one at the moment) to name just two. In 
Don Morrison they have not only an ex­
tremely good guitarist and harp player, but a 
very funny and distinctively Australian front 
man. I’ve seen him put whole crowds in 
stitches just by opening his mouth.
O.K., what’s the album like?
Sensational, of course.
Good time rumble stomp, guaranteed to 
enliven the dullest party, barbecue or even 
quiet evening at home. ‘Therapy Time’ a fast, 
tuneful rush, ‘Dude Ordinaire’ , the closest 
the band get to philosophy and Don’s witty 
magnum opus, ‘Jungle Beat’ on the live side 
are the stand outs for me, but throughout the 
record the Bodgies demonstrate their con­
siderable grasp of the golden rules of r’n’r. 
They’ve even got their own theme tune, ‘Do 
The Bodgie’, (nifty move in these days of 
Antmusic self proclamation, although I 
should point out that the Bodgies have been 
doing it well before Mr. Ant burst on the 
scene).
‘Sensational’ is honest, straightforward fun 
times from go to whoa, and when there isn’t a 
place for this sort of music in today’s pop 
world, I think I’ll take up stamp collecting.
Rough and rootsy, this is rock at it’s very 
foundations. Take it home and enjoy your­
self. Go on you deserve it.
DONALD ROBERTSON
THE TAKEAWAYS 
Crunch Time 
(Global Records)
Crunch Time was recorded in “The 
Shed” (a dilapidated shack pictured on 
the back cover) at Byron Bay in 1979, so 
since it was not mixed until 1980 at 
Music Farm Studios, the Takeaways 
may no longer exist.
By trying to preserve a clean sound under 
their recording conditions, the final product of 
the band is a little bit too closetracked, but 
this is the only genuine bad feature. The
songs, all by drummer Ron Carpenter, are 
economical, well thought out in intersections 
with the current state of pop music. There is a 
sense of honest dedication that compels one 
to replay it.
The vocalist is not directly acknowledged, 
but it seems to be Carpenter. The other band 
members are Mary Hansen (keyboards), 
David Froggatt (guitar), and Dave Highet 
(bass). The energy of the music, for the most 
part, leads me away from the lyrics, and the 
songs become forgettable. What gives this 
album its guts is the collective instrumental 
work. In comparison, the issues in the songs 
are trivial, but saved from irritation by the 
strength of Carpenter’s voice.
It is highly unlikely that Crunch Time will 
make any kind of meaningful impact on the 
music industry, but it is indubitable that the 
Takeaways must have brought some pleas­
ant moments to what counter culture has 
existed in Byron Bay.
SPAN
PIANO PIANO 
The Vorpal Blade 
(Unforgettable Music)
The clue is in small print on the lyric 
sleeve: “All composition by Ron Rude” . 
Rude looms out of the front cover looking 
remarkably like Adam Ant (that was 
quick). As a singer, he tries very hard, 
but is buried deep in the mix — not 
smothered by backing, just turned down 
a notch — because he lacks interest. He 
adopts an almost obligatory New 
Wavish whine and grizzle which really 
suits very few people.
I think his imagination, inspiration and abil­
ity are too limited to bear the full weight of the 
group’s material. Considering that he tries 
also to play lead guitars and synthesizers, 
Ron Rude is a hopeful man. Steve Vanguard, 
who plays support synthesizer on the album 
and “has now joined the group” , will probably 
take over that side of the music and leave 
Rude to concentrate on his voice. Maybe it 
could then develop, and with it, his lyrical 
ability.
To cloak a very scanty range of subject 
matter. Rude varies between different cont­
rived vocal styles, from the Devoto-like 
Photos of Hands to a Ferry-like fallback. 
Annie Watkins, on some keyboards. Dale 
Chant on sax and flute, and Clive Eastwood 
on drums support him. They are unremarka­
ble as musicians in the context of this album 
but have the energy to play competently with 
the right material.
I found it impossible to listen to Piano 
Piano all the way through, with a 24-hour 
break between sides.
SPAN
THE MAKERS OF THE DEAD 
TRAVEL FAST 
The Vessels 
(M Squared)
Longest name I’ve ever heard for a 
band. It derives from their anonymous 
cut The Dead Travel Fast on M .̂ Grow­
ing Pains sampler, beyond that we have 
no idea who they are. Don’t look to the 
back cover, it has little more information 
than the track listing, and the titles (like 
Illuminated Bay, Illuminated Buoy or 
The Barbers, The Barbers) don’t give 
away much. Still, what’s a little 
obscurantism between friends?
How can I review this record? It almost 
gives me too much to think about. The Mak­
ers . . .  sound like the Residents if they had a 
classical upbringing. The members of the 
band are in their element when delighting 
themselves with various unorthodox jux­
tapositions of sound, but a lot of it hangs 
together around the pensive but methodical 
piano work.
Most of the record is nonvocal. Only two 
tracks feature singing, to open and close the 
album. Zebra Crossing, at the tail end, re­
mains opaque to me, but the rocky backing 
sustains it. No Threat, the opener, persuades 
us that they’re not going to scare shit out of 
us.
Nor do they. There are no gimmicks or 
cheap theatrics. The nearest they approach 
either are in Copper Hats, which closes side 
one. Largely metallic and percussive, delib­
erately raucous, it strains the ears until you 
adjust and feel the essential spirit of what 
they’re doing.
The preceding track. Dance of the Trout, 
whirs and whispers somewhere in the dark 
depths of a Can-type cauldron.
That may give you a hint. The Vessels itself 
defies comparison.
SPAN
r?
LAUGHING CLOWNS 
3
(Indep. pressing)
One of the Laughing Clowns most 
valuable features is their ability to crash 
along a path — falling, wilting, swaying, 
tripping — tip beadlong in a multitude of 
other directions, yet still be able to 
remain in total control of their move­
ments. Often the tune in a Laughing 
Clown’s song is merely a point to return 
to once each member FEELS that 
enough diversions have been created, 
enough nuances formed.
That is the essence of the Laughing 
Clowns. Whether toying with jazz (in its 
myriad of forms), funk, beat or rock ‘n’ roll, it is 
nearly all created on intuition and all created 
in variables. They improvise. And improvisa­
tion is a hard feel to capture in a recording. I 
know it’s there but possibly that’s only 
because I’m familiar with the score. Then, 
that’s not important is it? What is important is
that this record, whether improvised or not is 
fresh, is inspired, and is so much more than a 
tiny glimmer of hope on a very lonely 
Australian wasteland. It’s a crying, shining 
beacon'.
Following their first two E.P.s of brash, cat 
calling music, this record comes as some­
what of a more introspective, more silent 
Laughing Clowns intent on breaking things 
down before they’ve even set up which is in 
direct opposition to their previous records.
7 Don’t Know What I Want’ opens the 
record with a segment of lost, searching horn 
work spurting and bleeding everywhere 
except the main line which then leads to the 
discovery of a tune and an amusing collec­
tion of soulish jazz arrangements firmly 
embedded in the rock ’n’ roll sphere of 
entertainment. Then it cracks up, dissolves 
— comes back with flooding orchestral peaks 
and continues on to gently lap the song’s 
edges before following Farrel’s saxophone 
into a thumping, bruising climatic section of 
frothing energy.
It is Parrel’s sax again on ‘Collapse Board’ 
that provides the stand out piece of work. It 
provides the metaphor the echoing percus­
sive pieces need to symbolise the crying 
caught up soul that Kuepper’s voice aches 
over. The sax screams and wails its way 
through a seemingly endless night of dull, 
gleaming nightmares. An echo on the tam­
bourine, a clatter on the mix and the 
atmosphere is full — of emptiness.
One, two beat beat to and fro the marching 
is coming thru the city. It’s a ‘Ghost Beat’ with 
Jeff Wegener’s rim tap bone rattling rolling 
around within the hollow portals of Kuepper’s 
voice topped only by Dan Wallace-Crabbes’ 
seductively silent piano pindrops. This song 
is a regimented tribal fraction of piecework. 
This is ‘Ghost Beat’ and its loving me to its 
death.
Introspective is the key word; with a title 
like ‘Clown Town’ what can you expect. At 
this point the wholeness, the sheer, making of 
an entity the Clowns are indulging in results 
in a picture so translucent and crystalline, so 
fragile in its structuring that it’s a toss-up 
whether they’re on some astronomical ego 
trip or whether they’re really attempting to 
touch on something closer to the heart of 
their musical self than they’ve ever done 
before.
Whatever (and I’m inclined to fall in with the 
last piece of mind), ‘Clown Town’ syn­
thesises hope, fear, tension, soul and much 
more that I can’t help but fall over and over 
and into its steaming flushing mouth.
‘Mr Ridiculous’ performs well but performs 
within structures that this band dealt with 
earlier in their recording careers. It’s fine, but 
it’s not now. For once Kuepper’s voice 
succeeds in dulling the song out. Normally 
it’s a hindrance that is persevered with, 
something that should be done away with, 
but in this song fits perfectly within the 
implications of its title.
Excluding the final song this record is a 
picture so immense and yet so intricately 
painted, that it comes screaming down out of 
the horizon like the sun rises out of a 
steaming, pristine summer morning. Laugh­
ing Clowns have changed personnel mar­
kedly since the recording of this item. A 
change. A change is as good as a holiday 
and don’t I love holidays.
CRAIG N. PEARCE
I f  You Leave Me Can I  Come Too?
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SPANDAU BALLET 
Journeys To Glory 
(Chrysalis)
Is there life after style? And will sin­
cere Celtic undertones survive the de­
structive bents of fickle fashion and criti­
cal backlash?? For Spandau Ballet’s 
sake I certainly hope so. It’s an annoying 
situation, and because of their 
background in the current ’neo­
romantic’ Blitz Club fashion scene, the 
simple depth of “Journeys to Glory” 
could well be passed over by many, in­
cluding those more interested in Vis­
age’s ‘tres chic’ pretensions or Duran 
Duran’s trite lyrics (cute clip tho) and 
especially dear ol’ Ul travox.
Musically, S.B. are of a different ilk. For all 
the obvious posing, they remind me more of 
T. Rex than the above-mentioned ‘serious 
young gentlemen’. The plate is a mesh of 
sinewy lines, subtly varying tones and a solid 
neo-disco beat that shifts enough to keep 
your interest and not lose your feet. The av­
erage formula approximates to one basic 
synth. tone with a second thrown in as embel­
lishment, one or two guitar lines (no lead 
‘breaks’ of course), simple but effective 
melodic bass and ‘thunk-cratch’ from the 
percussive end of things. No bizarro stuff 
individually, but the organism feels good and 
Gary Kemp’s songs are inherently strong -  
no big step forward but a succinct look 
around.
Master Tony Hadley’s voice does grab the 
attention in a slightly different manner tho. 
This lad is not afraid to hang a solid note and, 
using two basic tones he loads the melodic 
frame with ye olde warmth and stylish pas­
sion (not quite Bruce Springsteen, but who’s 
worried). And the production’s one of those 
jobs that make your ears feel pampered 
without froth and padding. All in all, a consis­
tent pudding, on par with many ‘pop’ debuts 
of the past five years.
TYRONE FLEX
ERIC BURDON’S FIRE DEPT.
Last Drive
(Ariola/RCA)
The guitar climbs by arpeggio’s and 
fourth ’s (or is it fifth ’s?) while the 
keyboards drone hauntingly; then in the 
manner of John Cleese reading “The 
Predictions of Nostradamus” , Eric Bur- 
don announces “ Spring, 1983. The 
gasoline resources of the world had 
reached an all-time low. International 
law (?) had bfeen put into effect -  that 
no-one except the military could lawfully 
use gasoline -  the auto was defunct -  
people were ordered to turn in their cars 
for recycling into metal. However, not all 
would submit to the new order. An inter­
national association of Citizen Drivers 
gathered in the far north of Europe, to 
take the long last drive -  the last rites
Thus starts “Last Drive’’, the first track of 
this similarly titled album. What could easily 
have been a comment on the wasteful and 
destructive nature of petrol driven vehicular 
transport turns out to be a glorification of fast 
driving maniacs in Chewys and Ford Escorts 
who refuse to give up their freedom to drive 
without staging a last stand. It could have 
been a blockbuster, but it’s not. The music 
and production have that decidedly Ger­
manic sound, somewhat reminiscent of Gol­
den Earring. The playing is competent, but 
nothing flash.
Eric Burdon hasn’t jumped onto any par­
ticular bandwagon with this album. It’s 
largely nondescript rock, although there are
tracks such as “Power Company" and “Bird 
on the Beach” to provide a change. “Power 
Company” is an attempt at a reggae/calypso 
cross, with some interesting synthesized 
steel drum sounds. The lyrics here are good, 
and refer to a rnan who gives his life and 
freedom to the company production line. The 
swirling organ sound tends to bring back 
memories of the late 60’s and early 70’s, but 
it’s an enjoyable track. “Birdon the Beach" is 
one of those power ballads that start slow 
and build up to a musical and emotional 
crescendo. It sounds horribly familiar, but it’s 
not as overdone as it could have been, Eric 
makes great use of an undefined concept of 
freedom. He says “my dream is to be free” , 
but gives us no idea how he intends to reach 
this blessed state, short of dying. I know 
that’s a lot to expect, but after ail, he brought 
it up! The last track on side one, “The Rub­
bing Out Of Longhair" is about cops, demo’s, 
riots and world wide revolution. I don’t get the 
relevance of the title, but perhaps they still 
wear long hair in Germany, where this album 
was recorded. Forgettable rock track.
Side Two is fairly uninspiring, on the 
whole. “Atom Most Fear” shows good inten­
tions, being an anti-nuclear song, but Eric 
gets a bit contradictory on this one, and even 
mixes his metaphors. Tsk! Tsk! “Dry" is an 
interesting little slow blues type ditty about 
running out of dope. Good for a couple of 
hearings, but not terrib ly memorable. 
“Female Terrorist" is an Eric Clapton style 
hand jive. Anyone who can tell me what it’s 
about wins ten free passes to the next Hen­
drix live show. “The Last Poet" is obscure in 
intention and meaning, but has a nice bass 
sound.
Do yourself a favour, and listen to this be­
fore you buy it. If you’re a hard core Burdon 
fan (and I’ve never met any) you might love it. 
It’s not an excruciatingly bad album, but it 
won’t set the charts on fire. There is no real 
sense of personality about it. Good for the 
occasional listen, with no real bummers, but 
no real good ones either.
CYCLOPS
THE FIRE ENGINES 
Lubricate Your Living Room 
(‘Pop-Aural’ Import)
Fire Engines’ (Edinburgh) 8 track re­
cord is an eclectic fusion of tension wired 
soul, and scattered rhythms. It begins 
hypnotically with a small, tender slice of 
flippy music directed at the throat- 
clutching, gutteral and over the shoulder 
intense.
Described by the band as background 
music for parties, it adequately reaches that 
mark and happily overshoots it. Whilst ‘tribal’ 
is the word on everyone’s lips at the moment, 
it is the word ‘primal’ that would seem to be 
the next term to be hot on the consumers 
tongues.
“Get Up and UseMe” capitalises on what 
the history books would tell us is backward, 
but is actual ly the new heat, the new flash! It’s 
primal all right and it is the Fire Engines rac­
ing away with flame on their lips and souls 
tucked awkwardly under their arms. ‘Get Up’ 
has hard edged percussive sores that prot­
rude all over the song’s body. No niceties 
here. No form is their form. And that form is 
now form for the formulaless and new form 
for the formulized. (Go Craig! -  Ed.).
Then comes a lesser thing suitably entitled 
‘Sympathetic Anaesthetic’ which is an ample 
paeon to their spiel about ‘party background 
music’. It mulls over its intentions too much to 
make much effect but the glint of excitement 
is still there -  germinating instead of sprout­
ing.
Wow! Back to the ideal with an anthem for 
the discord(ant) all right. ‘Discord’ twists it­
self out on a rapidly thinning piece of rope. 
Nearer the end higher the compulsion, more 
intense the panic and more supreme the 
frantic dance that’s overcome my legs. Then 
my head, body, mind and soul gets in on the 
act.. Nothing can stop this o ^ ,  it’s out to 
paralyse as Pere Ubu never could.
Over the side and back into the fray. Head 
on with hands tied the ‘New Things in Car­
tons’ begins by beating sullenly on the inside 
of its box then breaks out into somewhat of a 
funky little series of passages. It then drinks 
and eats its fill and goes back to its box.
On ‘Hungry Heat” the percussion falls into 
a rut, depending on previous set-ups and 
styles, but then, to a series of bloody bass 
beats the atmosphere changes, the funk is 
measured accurately and promises deli­
vered. Rhythmic knockings on the door shut­
tered within a frustrated soul next to some
abrasively aggressive guitar begin to create 
a whole new dance. I dance. You dance. 
Urghhl! We all dance!
‘Lubricate Your Living Room Part One’’’ 
and “Part Two” are next with a couplet 
whose percussion is a direct descendant of 
some tupperware party out in the suburbs. 
Sounds tired and at odds with most of the 
gear on the disc. ‘Part Two’ has the heart of 
something bigger and the change of pace is 
an admirable attempt at something greater 
than that achieved but the somewhat halting 
guitar work proves to be far too languid to stir 
up any real dust. Then the bass really seals 
the lid by positioning itself in the correct posi­
tion and refusing to budge.
“Plastic Gift" once more and it’s over.
Now I don’t give them Credit for a bullseye 
with this shot, but for a second attempt at a 
recording it’s much more than a pleasant 
sign of things to come. Fire Engines are defi­
nitely still in the early stages of their 
metamorphosis that seems to have begun in 
the White Riot tour of England in 1976, is 
being nurtured by all the right ingredients (i.e. 
Pere Ubu, spastic Africa, sinister dub) and 
looks like maturing into something that, apart 
from being sure it’ll be high, fired and classy, I 
wouldn’t dare hazard a guess at.
CRAIG N. PEARCE
THE JOHNNY AVERAGE BAND 
(FEATURING NIKKI WILLIS) 
Some People 
(Bearsville)
So the Johnny Average Band have 
got a record contract. So they’ve put out 
a record. So they’ve got a girl singer and 
they think there’re gonna be stars. So 
Molly flashed the cover of their record at 
us on Countdown the other week.
So what?
W ell. . . It’s OK product you know. Mr. 
Average and friends have been playing lots 
of New York clubs lately and they’ve been 
attracting a lot of attention from important 
people who know.
They are OK you know. I feel like I’ve got 
to say that. Oh . . . it’s just that if I didn’t say 
that I might take the record off the turntable 
and put on something that makes me dance, 
or sing, or smile, or even scream . . . some­
thing that makes me feel. The songs are 
good, they really are. If you heard them you’d 
believe me I’m sure. I mean all the hooks are 
in the right place, and there’s some brass to 
add interest. There’s some saxophone, the 
current favourite in the rock orchestra. Nikki 
is really pretty and Johnny wears thin ties and 
a fashionably shapeless black jacket. He’s 
been listening to a lot of nice music too. This 
album remains true to his favourites — 
Parker, De Ville, Blondie, the Maytals, Bruce 
— you know all the people we like don’t you?
I’m sure the FM stations will put this up at 
the head of their playlists. Didn’t I see Johnny 
on Nightmoves last week. No, maybe it was 
Huey Lewis, or Michael Stanley or Donny 
Iris . . . o r . . .
Basically I remain unmoved by this record.
If rock ‘n’ roll records were like breakfast 
cereal this one would be the broken up bits at 
the bottom of the cornflakes packet. No 
nutrition, no substance, no value what-so- 
ever but everyone has a packet they bought
once in the cupboard and everyone is stupid 
enough to eat them sometimes.
So, you know what I mean now?
MARK BURFORD.
SIR DOUGLAS QUINTET 
Border Wave 
(Chrysalis)
This is Sir Doug Sahm back With some 
of his old band after many years. I’ve 
never heard the original S.D.Q. album, 
but apparently it has been quite a source 
of inspiration and sound to a few modern 
performers such as Elvis Costello. fTiis 
is a peculiar album, and one that I’m not 
sure that I understand, but I like it. It’s 
also got ‘You’re Gonna Miss Me’ on it. 
Another version for the catalogue.
The sound of the album is based mostly 
around a thin sounding Farfisa Organ. There 
is very little guitar on the album at all, or at 
least it’s played mighty quietly. The drum­
ming is something called ‘tex-mex’ drum­
ming, which seems to be just alternating bass 
and snare. It’s a very simple uncluttered 
sound which leaves lots of room for Doug 
Sahm’s powerful, but melodic voice.
Border Wave begins with the Kinks’ ‘Who’ll 
Be Next In Line’, done pretty much the 
S.D.Q.’s way. It flows along more ener­
getically than most of the following songs. It’s 
not as tinny sounding. ‘You’re Gonna Miss 
Me’, the old Thirteenth Floor Elevators 
classic would be the only more energetic 
song. There’s no dinky organ on this, no 
messing around. Sahm growls out the lyrics 
with genuine enthusiasm.
‘Down On The Border’ is an excellent song 
which brings out some of the best, most 
melodic singing. It’s all poppy, bobby, tequila 
drinking down on the Mexican border sort of 
stuff. Very relaxed, but far from that droopy- 
eyed dozy ‘laid back’ that seems to happen to 
some ‘relaxed’ musicians. I’d say they had 
lots of fun making this one. I enjoy listening to 
it.
JOHN DOE
Overheard this week
“Well it's good to hear Nana Mouskouri back on 
the charts. That was her latest single, ‘The Shut­
tered Palace’. ”
Suzy Ramone, 5MMM-FM
u m ^ fc I lQ  mu/ic
Upstairs,
Cnr. Frome and Bundle Sts.,
City.
ADELAIDE'S SECOND­
HAND RECORD STORE.
We buy your unwanted 
records and tapes. See us 
now fo r the best price 
in town.
LARGE STOCK 
OF INDEPENDENT 
SINGLES AVAILABLE
When in Perth, shop secondhand at ATLAST Records, 2nd Floor, Royal Arcade, 
City.
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THE JOE ELY BAND
Live Shots
(MCA)
JOHN STARLING 
Long Time Gone
(Sugar Hill — Import)
These new releases by two important 
members of the American contemporary 
country community have one thing in 
common. In that both mark new associ­
ations with players. Ely’s fourth album 
comes from a tour of the English pubs 
last year with the Clash and Carlene 
Carter. Starling’s first solo effort, after 
breaking with his band the Seldom 
Scene (who, by the way, have a new LP 
out now) calls on Emmylou Harris, her 
Hot Band, Bill Payne and others with the 
late Lowell George providing slide guitar 
and production assistance.
There the similarity ends. Ely’s work 
results in jagged-edged country blues, ale- 
soaked and played with a rock ‘n’ roll beat. 
Starling’s venture is smooth, fine, gentle and 
soothing country music, with a tilt towards 
gospel and bluegrass.
Sometimes I wonder about Strummer and 
Jones from the Clash. Are they trying to be 
the ’80’s Glimmer Twins or do they just like 
rubbing shoulders with old heroes now that 
they’re famous? Whatever, their presence 
means little here except to underline what we 
know from Ely’s earlier albums and his time 
with the Flatlanders — he likes to rock.
And rock he does. With a band that has 
remained pretty constant for years now, Ely 
moves through a bunch of basic pub/country 
songs, mostly written by himself and old 
colleague Butch Hancock. The songs, the 
singer and the band work most of the time, in 
a loose drunken live performance kind of 
way. At the best times Jesse Steele’s electric 
slide underscores the gruff and urgent vocals 
of Ely in a way that gets close to the original 
feel of these songs. ‘Honky Tonk Mas­
querade’ ar\6 ‘Boxcars’ stand out in this 
regard. More often the performance leaves 
you bored and waiting while the band and 
singer churn along. It certainly kept the crowd 
happy, but as a live record and as a Joe Ely 
album it doesn’t match up to the quality to be 
found elsewhere. The mixing and production 
leave a lot to be desired too.
John Starling’s Long Time Gone should 
make anyone stand up and take notice 
however. An album that could have turned 
into a stars backslapping session in fact turns 
out to be a testimony to the passion of 
country music. Lowell George and Audie 
Ashworth seem tb have played a low key role 
as producers; mainly they just keep things 
under control. Result — one of America’s 
sweetest voices aided by its best country 
band.
The best country music is based on 
commitment —- commitment to feel, to hurt, 
to pain, happiness and essential human 
values. Listen to Johnny Cash if you want to 
know what I mean. Starlings’ commitment on 
Willie Bennet’s ‘White Line’, the traditional 
‘Jordan’ or Garry Nunn and Donna Ciscol’s 
‘Last Thing I Needed” is evident. Sometimes 
‘Jordan’ makes me feel positively Christian 
— and I’ve never seen the inside of a church 
in my life! I think the band must have felt that 
way too. On this record they play with a 
relaxed warmth that sometimes is missing on 
the seamless but often heartless Emmylou 
albums of late. (Where most are to be found 
too.) With Ricky Skaggs and Herb Pederson 
singing well. Mike Auldridge on dobro. Bill 
Payne on piano, etc., etc. how could you 
miss? This album doesn’t.
MARK BURFORD.
SANTANA
ZEBOP!
(C.B.S.)
There comes a time in every master 
guitarist’s life when a decision must be 
made. Most guitarists make their name 
playing a certain style within a certain 
type of music, and sooner or later, this 
means recycling a few riffs. This can 
tend to bore all but the fanatically faithful, 
and this gets us to the moment of 
decision.
There are options. Most obviously, bore 
right ahead and keep on trucking. Blackmore 
has chosen this option— so did Jimmy Page. 
Then again , you can change your style like 
Jeff Beck did, or introduce some variety, like 
Rory Gallagher always has. The most 
unsatisfactory option is the one that Eric 
Clapton seems to have chosen, take up 
rhythm guitar, and make lead breaks few and 
far between, and short when they occur. After 
the last couple of Santana albums, I began to 
think Carlos was going the same way Eric 
did. Now, with ‘Zebop!’ he has proven me 
wrong. (Not that that’s an unusual occurr­
ence in itself.)
Carlos plays lots of lead on this album, 
most of it in the classic Santana style, without
ever boring me. The songs are good, and the 
playing has got some of that old fire back. Not 
much here that is new or different, but it’s 
such a well rounded, cohesive, entertaining 
effort that old addicts like myself will find their 
interest revived.
(I’d like to have a bottle of green ginger 
wine while I go through the tracks one by one, 
but I can’t afford it, and I’m on a diet anyway, 
so I’ll have an apple instead.)
First track up is ‘Changes’, the' old Cat 
Stevens number. It’s given the typical San­
tana treatment, with heavy Afro/Soutli 
American percussion. It’s a reasonable effort 
until the lead break, when it climbs into the 
good’ bracket. The burst at the end almost 
warrants a ‘very good’. Next is Papa Re’, 
which has a familiar intro, a nice funky verse 
feel and a bunch of Latins chanting the 
chorus. Carlos comes in for his chop in what I 
presume is Puerto Rican. And hey, more 
guitar!
‘Primera Invasion’ could have been on 
‘Caravanserai’. ‘Searching’ is an average 
song with a nice, up-to-date keyboard sound. 
‘Over and Over’ is a nice song. I can’t quite 
place where the chorus has been done 
before. ‘Winning’ winds up side one, and this 
treatment of Russ Ballards song is excellent. 
It sounds a lot like some of the lighter genesis 
material, and is definitely single material.
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THE WHO 
Face Dances 
(Polygram)
From the same burst of creativity, I 
suspect, that bought last year’s excellent 
‘Empty G lass’ album, came Pete 
Townshend’s latest batch of songs 
which provide the essential core of the 
new Who album. Most of these songs 
could have fitted quite comfortably on 
that album, and vice-versa, but then as 
Townshend was quoted as having said 
his approach to writing for a solo or band 
album would be identical anyway.
That having been said, the thing that 
separates ‘Face Dances’ from ‘Empty Glass’ 
is simply that instead of one Who, you have 
four, and on record The Who have , rarely 
sounded better. Daltrey works hard all album 
to inject variety and sensitivity to his voice — 
maybe not so much screaming this time 
around, but no conclusions should be drawn 
from that. Kenny Jones is an admirable 
replacement for Keith Moon. No apologies 
required — his drumming is a feature of the 
album rather than something that has to be 
there. John Entwistle continues to be John 
Entwistle, and has provided two songs which 
are far superior to his efforts on ‘Who Are 
You’ but then he has had three years to come 
up with something. Townshend neither 
dominates the album as he did on ‘Who By 
Numbers’ , nor goes missing in action, as he 
did for much of ‘Who Are You’, but, appa­
rently content with having got a solo album 
out of his system, steps back into his Who 
role with relish.
If the tone of this review sounds rather 
glowing then that is deliberate, although 
there are one or two qualifications. What we 
have here is a mature Who at work. While this 
may not please those who like their Who to 
sing about fighting in the streets or dying 
before they get old (although they want to do 
neither themselves), this in itself should 
hardly attract criticism. What it does mean is 
that they run the risk of becoming ‘safe’. 
There are few if any of the outstanding ‘highs’ 
that the Who are renowned for, on this album, 
but then there are none of the resounding 
lows either. What we have is a strong 
collection of songs which together produce 
an album of a consistently high standard 
throughout. ‘Another Tricky Day’, ‘You Better 
You Bet’ , ‘How Can You Do It Alone’ and 
‘Daily Records’ are all classic Who, though I 
suspect it will be gentler ‘Don’t Let Go the 
Coat’ which will outlive them all. If the Who 
had ever released another album after 
‘Who’s Next’ they would already have de­
served to be remembered forever. If they had 
only ever recorded ‘Face Dances’ they would 
have no reason to be ashamed either.
Incidentally, the album comes complete 
with a large poster reproduction of the front 
cover, which consists of four individual 
portraits of each member of the Who painted 
by respected English artists, a packaging 
concept ambitious enough to suggest that 
the Who have a lot of confidence in this 
album. Every bedroom should have one.
ADRIAN MILLER
THE WHO
Side Two opens with ‘Tales of Kilimanjaro’ , 
and this is a bit too close for comfort. Well, I 
suppose it’s okay to rip your self off. J.J. 
Gales ‘The Sensitive Kind’ follows, and is 
treated well. ‘American Gypsy’ is given the 
old guitar/keyboard battle treatment, and 
phew! some of it is very hot. The next track, 7 
Love You Too Much’, is Carlos at his best. It’s 
an instrumental with a middle tempo ballad 
feel, and the guitar really sings. As the tempo 
increases, so do the number of notes per 
minute. Tried and true. Rene Geyer should 
have a go at ‘Brightest Star’, because it 
sounds just like something she would do. 
That’s no insult, by the way. The album 
closes with ‘Hannibal’, an infectious up 
tempo instrumental/chant in the best San­
tana tradition.
This album should raise Santana’s stakes 
in a lot of peoples eyes. It’s got me voting for it 
because it’s enjoyable, relaxed, fairly varied 
and very guitar oriented. Production is, of 
course, top class. ‘Winning’ is about the only 
top class song on the album, or at least thfe 
only one capable of standing by itself out of 
the album context, but let’s face it, a Santana 
album exists to showcase Carlos’ lead guitar 
and the percussion players. Which this one 
does. Well.
PHIL COLLINS 
Face Value 
(WEA)
It is impossible, of course, to avoid 
entirely drawing any similarity between 
the careers of Phil Collins and Peter 
Gabriel. Both, with remarkably similar 
voices, fronted Genesis — which or may 
not exist — but there in fact the similarity 
ends.' Despite the Gabrielesque close- 
up face on the cover, and whay may be a 
muted plea for justice in the album title, 
we are left with no doubts that Gabriel 
and Genesis left each other long ago.
Collins is an experienced and capable 
enough musician to stand without compari­
son, which is as well, and sensible enough to 
avoid the semispiritual apocalyptic ravings 
for which Gabriel has become rightly suc­
cessful. Their inspiration travels very dif­
ferent roads.
This album is certainly mellow. In places I 
find myself wondering what’s happening. 
Collins has stepped into that zone where 
songs become almost so personal they’re 
meaningless. No one can fault the produc­
tion or skill in this album, whose material is 
supported by more musicians than I can be 
bothered listing.
The twilight on the rim of romance, the 
uncertainty with which one awakes from
suprisinqiy turbulent dreams in the morning, 
belying the higher spirits of the day in motion.
An almost white soul mood, designed, it 
seems, for rarely frequented coffee lounges.
The opening cut, Collins’ single In the Air 
Tonight, remains the strongest song on the 
album, genuine and realistically moody 
enough to be meaningful for anyone. 
Through the rest of the album Collins barks 
or whimpers his way through vague intima­
tions of what in the end are strictly a 
stranger’s problems and aspirations. A 
homogeneous blend of bland.
Definitely easy listening, defin itely 
talented, nevertheless I think I prefer Collins’ 
work with his other band. Brand X.
SPAN
KEVIN BORICH/DUTCH TIL- 
DERS
“The Blues Had a Baby” 
(Eureka)
The title of this set says it all; “ The 
Blues Had a Baby (and they called it 
rock ’n ’ roll)”. This is an exercise in
I
straight 12 bar blues and rock by two of 
the best exponents of the genre in the 
country. The albus was recorded in one 
day, and the straightforward, “ live” feel 
this generates is enhanced by the fact 
that it was recorded direct to disc. There 
are no overdubs, and the sound has a 
very appealing immediacy. Good blues 
has to sound a certain way -  simple, 
basic and with few frills -  and Borich and 
Tilders play it that way.
For those who are not familiar with Dutch 
Tilders’ voice, he has a limited range and a 
narrow stylistic feel, but it’s tailor made for the 
blues. His is one of those gruff, honest voices 
that will never win a “best singer” poll but 
does its particular job admirably. Borich is 
credited with backing vocals, but they are 
well back in the mix and not particularly dis­
tinguishable.
For those of us who are not familiar with 
the works of the early blues masters, the 
electric guitar is the basis of the blues. Our 
knowledge of the form is based on the play­
ing of such masterful modern imitators as 
Clapton, Hendrix, Peter Green and various 
other products of the British Blues boom of 
the sixties. Kevin Borich is a competent ex­
ponent of the electric guitar, and his playing 
on this set is a joy. To be sure, he uses all the 
standard licks, runs and phrases, but his 
playing throughout is relaxed, unforced and 
very clean. Nothing is contrived or en­
gineered to display technical flash -  his play­
ing is honest, and his feel for the material is 
obvious, Borich sounds very much at home 
on these tracks. I find his playing on this 
album more enjoyable and of a higher, more 
entertaining standard than most of his previ­
ous work, ft flows in such an easy, relaxed 
manner that it is hard to resist.
The rhythm section of John Watson and 
Michael Deep is very tight and competent, 
providing an excellent foundation for Borich 
and Tilders to build on. Bob Bertles (any rela­
tion to Beeb?) plays some very tasty sax 
which beefs out the otherwise strictly guitar 
based sound. There is a fairly wide range of 
material here (as the blues go -  you can play 
it slow, medium or fast, and they do!) The 
instrumentals “Something To Work On’’ and 
“K.B.’s Blues’’ are both very tight and enjoy­
able, and avoid any suggestion of self- 
indulgent meanderings.
This is a must for blues freaks, and a 
strong suggestion for all others. It’s enjoy­
able, easy to listen to and provides 35 
minutes or so of basic, undemanding 
entertainment. Everyone should have a 
blues album or two -  why not make yours 
Australian?
CYCLOPS
VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Dance Graze 
(2-Tone)
If you liked ‘N igh t Boat to Cairo ’ -, 
‘M irror in the Bathroom ’ ; or ‘One Step 
Beyond ’ when  you heard them on radio, 
but have never bought any Ska records 
the soundtrack from ‘Dance C raze’ 
could be the record for you.
In this live recording, subtitled The Best of 
British Ska’ you not only get to hear the well 
known and popular sounds of Madness; The 
Specials and The British Beat but some 
lesser known (in Australia anyway) British 
Ska from Bad Manners; The Selecter and 
female band The Bodysnatchers.
Side one starts off with The Specials 
‘Concrete Jungte’ . If you’re expecting a 
rehash of the Bob Marley classic, forget it — 
but this Specials song won’t disappoint. 
Neither will Madness’ rather haunting ‘Razor 
Blade Alley’ or Bad Manners’ bouncy ‘Up Up 
FQtty’ —  but in the end you must get t9 the 
stage where you think — what is the point of 
this record. All the songs are reasonable but 
they can all be found on the respective 
group’s albums, where the sound is better 
and there are no mid concert band introduc­
tions, band name chanting or applause to 
distract.
The energy and excitement that you could 
reasonably expect from a live recording of 
Ska music is to my mind missing. I have no 
doubt that the energy was there at the actual 
concert but on the whole, the recordings fall a 
bit flat. An exception to this is Bad Manners 
‘Inner London Violence’ and to a lesser 
extent Madness’s ‘Night Boat to Cairo .
In short this is an adequate selection of 
British Ska and if you want to do it on the 
cheap then go ahead but you might be better 
off buying the original studio versions.
Cathy Tune.
SPLIT ENZ 
Corroboree 
(Mushroom)
“There’s a lot of good acts around/but 
only one that gets through to me.” 
Saucy!
The finale of the self-produced ‘History 
Never Repeats’ film clip is just a visual 
confirmation of something we’ve known all 
along — Split Enz march to their own beat 
and their own drum and at their own pace. 
This bunch of affable, wacky, sensitive, 
talented Kiwis just had to wait ’til the world 
came round to their way of thinking and the 
rest would be history. And so, to the delight of 
all concerned, it has turned out.
The Split Enz saga is a long and colourful 
one, and it is full of the stuff of romance. 
‘Onward and upward’ is its motto, and while 
some have labelled ‘Corroboree’ as True 
Colours Big Sister, like all labels that is only a 
part of the picture. In the shadow of the 
mega-success (for a ‘colonial’ album) of T.C., 
it would have been quite possible for the Enz 
to lose their nerve, jettison some of their 
quirkiness and go for the U.S. meqa-musak 
jugular. ‘Corroboree’ is aural proof that that 
sort of calculation is just not palatable to the 
Enz psyche.
Neil Finn just comes up with modern pop 
chunes with enough hooks to catch a river of 
trout. Elder brother Tim writes songs that are 
less immediately striking, but no less insidi­
ous, Eddie Raynor demonstrates that his 
Southern Hemisphere Keyboard Wiz Num- 
ero Uno title is no joke, Noel Crombie 
demonstrated the old maxim, that a change 
is as good as a rest, applies to rhythm 
sections too at Thebbo Town Hall recently 
(what about the stage show, eh? Super!), 
and, well, if this album doesn’t procure world 
domination (long overdue) for the combo by 
the end of ’81 then I’ll eat my hat. (Lucky 1 
don’t wear one, eh?)
One question I would like to ask though; 
who is this mysterious Albanian manager?
Donald Robertson.
BUS BOYS
Minimum Wage Rock and Roll 
(Arista)
I picked this album up with high hopes. 
The blurb did make them seem interest­
ing. The idea of five blacks and one 
chicane dressing as busboys on stage, 
and playing “ . . . American rock ‘n’ roll. 
Nothing more and nothing more and 
nothing less” allows some room for 
optimism. I felt that they might be kind of 
spirited, with songs named ‘KKK ’ , ‘There 
Goes The N e ighborhood ’ (the whites 
are moving in), ‘M inimum  W age’ and 
‘Johnny SouTd O ut’ . It wasn’t to be. The 
Bus Boys are really a very dull, average 
band, nothing more and nothing less.
When Lou Reed was burbling on ‘Take No 
Prisoners’ about “ . .. black rock groups who 
are very heavy and intelligent.” The Bus 
Boys probably didn’t exist, but wouldn’t have 
been mentioned anyway. I guess that the 
material is pertinent, relevant stuff, but the 
music is pretty lacklustre. Basic rock music, 
almost heavy metal, medium paced and 
sometimes pretty tuneless. Some songs like 
‘Tell The Coach’ are quite simply right down 
the middle of the road.
They do make it clear, in quotes on the 
blurb, that they specifically want to make 
money, so what do you expect.
These guys aren’t intellectual, and don’t try 
to be. They’re having fun, getting some 
things said, playing simple rock and roll, no 
more, no less, and intending to make money. 
And they probably will.
I take that back, they probably won’t.
JOHN DOE
THE BUSHWACKERS 
Faces in the Street 
(Avenue)
In many ways someone like me is the 
wrong person to comment about a 
Bushwackers album. Brought up on a 
diet of the Beach Boys, Beatles and 
American influenced AM radio fare, I feel 
uncomfortable without the Yankee drawl 
and/or the electric riffs of that music. 
Think about it, most of you are like me. 
You’re not the kind of person to buy a 
Bushies LP are you?
No, we’d best leave it to the many who’ve 
made their last five albums and two books a 
success. There’s a market here for updated 
electric Australian folk. Record sales, con­
cert attendance and the recent success of 
others like Redgum tell us that.
But in another sense we are the right 
people to confront the Bushwackers. As a 
band their vision is wider than a safe audi­
ence of devotees. As musicians, their origins 
are firmly.placed in the rock’n’roll we know -  
rock musicians have come and gone for 
years between the Bushies and the rest. The 
comparisons to Fairport Convention and the 
school of English musicians surrounding 
them are striking, and not just because old 
Fairport member Trevor Lucas produces this 
album. His contribution to Faces in the Street 
is more the meeting of like minds than any­
thing. The Bushwackers, like Fairport, are 
committed to a fa ithful updating and 
popularizing of the folk herjtage; in this case, 
Australia’s heritage.
This record would never knock southside 
Johnny off my turntable, but I’m sure not 
embarrassed to say it’s sitting there 
alongside the record player for another listen­
ing pretty soon. I find it a compelling record;
not world shattering, but well worth its spots.
Why? Because the playing is immaculate. 
If nothing else, the Bushwackers are a damn 
fine band, and they’re a band that remains 
informed by rock’n’roll. A listen to Louis 
McManus’ guitar on the title track or “ 1891’’ 
will show that. Because the concerns of the 
album are popular and political ones -  aliena­
tion, strikes, the struggles of people, poverty 
and work. The cover is a reprint of John 
Brack’s 1920 painting “ Collins St. 5p .m " 
showing people, just faces, on their way from 
work and about town. They are faces in the 
street and the point of this album, like all good 
folk, is to make those faces real, popular and 
current. It’s no mistake that the back cover 
depicts the ban in the same spot in 1981 
Today, in the thinking of this album and these 
songs, people are faces in the same street 
facing the same struggles.
That might sound a bit excessive to you. It 
may be, and at times the Henry Lawson lyrics 
do go overboard into silly sloganeering, but 
Christ, if you’re talking populist politics some­
times that’s inevitable. But mostly, it works 
and sometimes it can make sense to us to­
day. The people who understand these 
words from Dorothy Hewett may not be able 
to buy the record but those of us that can 
afford to lay out $8.99 should not remain 
unmoved:
“For dole bread is bitter bre§d 
Bitter bread and sour 
There’s grief in the taste of it 
There’s weevils in the f lour . .. ”
“ Weevils in the Flour’’
Faces is an album that should bring some 
more of us into a wider Bushwackers audi-
0PC0
MARK BURFORD
WISHBONE ASH
Live Dates Volume Two
(MCA)
Back in the days when life was simple and 
virtuoso guitarists were as common as short 
hair cuts are now, I rushed out with about a 
dozen of my mates and bought tickets for an 
Adelaide appearance of Wishbone Ash. 
Unbelievably, that concert was cancelled 
due to low ticket sales. I think they filled about 
fifteen seats. They sold well in Melbourne 
and Sydney, but not in good old Adelaide. I 
was shocked at this occurrence, largely 
because I was into an album called ‘Live 
Dates’ at the time, and was dying for a 
chance to see this band. (I never did). 
Anyway, I got over it and filed it away with the 
other great disappointments of my life, like 
not being able to meet Shakespeare, or 
seeing T. Rex at the Apollo Stadium and 
staring into a deep abyss of disillusionment at 
their performance.
Well, the filing cabinet has just been 
opened with the release of an album called 
‘Uve Dates Volume Two’ by Wishbone Ash. 
Recorded in Britain in 1978 and 1980, this is 
a superb live album, the best 
since . .. e r . .. ‘Swingshift’. (Probably the 
only since ‘Swingshift’.) It’s an album full of 
imaginative and varied rock, based on 
extensive exploitation of the two guitar 
format, featuring lots of harmony lead and 
solo swapping. Andy Powell and Laurie 
Wisefield are both excellent players, and the 
combination is a formidable one.
The Wishbone Ash live sound is unique in 
the rock world. It varies from the straight rock 
attack of ‘Doctor’ and ‘Runaway’ to the 
wistful ‘Way of the World’ to the long but 
interesting instrumental ‘F.U.B.B.’ It has it’ 
own character and quality, derived mainly 
from the extremely tasteful playing of the 
guitarist, and from the distinctive vocal 
sound. I once thought the vocals were a weak 
point, but I feel they have separated the band 
from a flock of other semi-heavy two guitar 
bands.
The production here is excellent. The 
guitars are clean and uncluttered, and 
display a lot of tonal variety. Each guitarist 
has been mixed to his own side of the stereo 
so those who are interested in that sort of 
thing can distinguish between the two. Drum 
and bass sounds are clean, yet driving. The 
playing is not perfect, but it’s pretty damn 
close.
Wishbone Ash’s studio efforts have always 
left me a little cold, but once again they have 
got me with a live effort. There are no stand 
out strong songs here, in fact the soags 
themselves are very average, but the overall 
sound and the playing are top notch. For all 
those people who listen to long guitar solos in 
secret, wear ‘I Hate Punk’ badges, or just 
want to hear an album without a single 
solitary synthesized note, this is a must. Also 
a must for those who just like good 
well-played and produced, enjoyable music 
for one love it.
CYCLOPS
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PEREUBU
The Art of Walking’
(Rough Trade Import)
Everybody likes celebrating.
Black Sabbath celebrate death, Satan 
and the evil. Bob Marley celebrates what 
truth and justice could do to a troubled 
world. And the B52’s, well, they celeb­
rate celebrating.
But none of that high-brow stuff for Pere 
Ubu. No sir, they’ve got something different 
to throw a party about. Not new mind, just 
different.
Their party is in aid of ‘the small things’ in 
life. And, not just walking either. Don’t let that 
title fool you. This album mentions more than 
just footpaths that have holes in them and 
hereditary foot sizes. It is their manifesto of 
basicalities.
Whether one accepts their method of 
exploring these basicalities of life is com­
pletely subjective though. It is entirely up to 
the individual to choose how they are to be 
enlightened in their now ignored but once 
revered foundations of rationale.
The pleasure in Pere Ubu is the way their 
dealings with ‘the small things’ are not 
patronising. They do not separate them­
selves from their topics by way of terribly 
shaded groves of the avante garde.
“Piffle and poppycock” , you may say. “ I 
know what they’re trying to point out and the 
record is clumsy and carelessly thrown 
together.”
Perhaps you are right. For me though, the 
record is a charming collection of idiosync­
ratic sounds in nine separate but not 
disconnected bundles.
Think of how man has time and time again 
tripped over without thinking of the mental 
correction of his gait his mind registers. It 
takes the canny metallic song constructions 
of Pere Ubu to point out how man has 
allowed his perceptions to become dulled
and lazy. And with no pomposity either. Just 
a shady sniggering as they laugh at them­
selves as well as their subjects.
‘Go’ opens the album with the general 
ideas the following songs investigate further. 
It waxes not so poetically about how the small 
things in life add up and are ultimately more 
worthwhile than the more generally accepted 
important issues in life. A very socialist type 
of nihilist view. ‘Rhapsody’ is merely a 
psychedelic description of body immersion in 
water.
‘Arabia’ bases its text on walking (the art 
of). It points out that the mind is not really 
aware of the colours of its observations; that 
information is registered but not analysed.
Seems to be that Pere Ubu think it’s a 
shame that all these tiny pieces of informa­
tion are thrown away without being given a 
chance to show their true value. On the 
humour displayed in the off-beat presenta­
tion of their songs though, the whole album 
could just be a tongue-in-cheek joke.
‘Miles’ is a picture that has been painted, 
with a Namitjira type landscape in mind. On 
the harsh, hot desert road a jazz fruit truck 
and a funk oil tanker have collided. A passing 
aborigine passed by and pieced the frag­
ments together to form, for want of a better 
word, a song.
‘Misery Goats’ is an anguished smattering 
of moans heaped on top of a real funk beat. 
Following that ‘Loop’, as the name implies, is 
a song based on sound loops. Not the sterile 
Fripp designed type, but a loose collection of 
raw electric and human sounds.
‘Rounder’ is the muttered feelings of a man 
suffering from a maniac conscience that 
tears at the heart and soul. Niggly guitars 
continually bite at the skin forming weeping 
percussive lumps. The obvious strength and 
greatest asset of Pere Ubu is their ability to 
be musically as well as lyrically explanatory.
‘Birdies’ returns to the foot motif. Here we 
have the mechanics of walking. Within a 
vacuum come layers of thoughts and motor 
nerve responses. And so a triumph. We can
operate without the brain. Thank you Pere 
Ubu.
‘Lost in Art’ -
‘I ’ve sung my song 
And I’ve beat my drum 
Gimme,Gimme,Gimme’:
What can we give him for his art? He’s 
created: he may not be too sure what he’s 
created, but he has created. But instead we 
walk away from him to hide from our 
embarrassment. ‘Lost in Art’ is a chilling, 
lonely anthem for far too many artists today.
‘Horses’ comes over like an oasis of 
romance in a desert of dirty realities. A 
somewhat clever collage of ideas on com­
munication that mesh into a funky cum lilting 
poem. '
‘Crush This Horn’ completes the record 
with a series of spewing hisses, buzzes and 
trumpets. Brushing the skin like a wind 
through some deserted steelworks ‘Cms/? 
This Horn’ is a doubtful return to Pere Ubu’s 
twisted mentality. It is a solemn, isolated 
moment of desperation.
Pere Ubu have demonstrated on ‘Lost In 
Art’ they are neither in a petty insignificant 
world of their own or a bunch of fancypants, 
preachers. They are part of the air we 
breathe, the water we piss into. They do not 
forgive and in doing so cannot be forgiven. 
Hopefully, their painfully lonely stance will 
continue long past my death and well past 
theirs.
CRAIG N. PEARCE
THE STRAY CATS 
Runaway Boys 
(Arista)
Wow, rockabilly with teeth. The album 
opens with the title single, ‘Runaway 
Boys’, which has depth of sound, pow­
erful flowing rhythm (Not that the basic 
music pattern hasn’t been used before.), 
and a healthy, whole Dave EdmuncTs 
guitar sound that carries the song 
through some terrific build-ups.
The Stray Cats have successfully followed 
the first rule of the revival: Don’t follow the 
rules. Rockabilly reggae? ‘Ubangi Stomp' 
shows that the move from America to 
England was not carried out with blinkers on. 
The Stray Cats retained their taste for 
rockabilly, while also remaining open to 
anything that will be a development to their 
sound. Reggae ‘n’ roll.
Back to good old American rock ‘n’ roll in 
‘Jeanie, Jeanie, Jeanie’, and then something 
very odd. ‘Storm The Embassy’ could be 
found on any Jam album. It’s so disconcert­
ingly similar, and yet such an outstanding 
complement to the rest of the album. Brian 
Setzer’s voice and guitar go so very close to 
Paul Weller in this song, whilst being identical 
only in small patches.
The whole album owes a lot of its vitality to 
Dave Edmunds’ production. It’s full and 
dynamic, sometimes saving some tracks 
from complete mediocrity. Some tracks, such 
as ‘Rumble In Brighton’ are produced by the 
Stray Cats, and are noticeably different. The 
sound is a little thinner, which as well as 
providing more variation on the album, adds 
some extra urgency to the song.
The wholg^ set seems to be very well 
considered, which probably wasn’t so hard 
since the material is so diverse. From the 
absolute rockabilly of ‘Stray Cat S trut’ 
(backing vocals and all) to the modern power 
rockabilly of ‘Runaway Boys’, to ‘Reggae ‘n ’ 
roll’ and veiy straight twelve-bar to The Jam. 
No self inflicted rules. Just feeling.
‘Crawl Up and D/e’ has Setzer singing 
Presleyish, with some very Dave Edmunds 
guitar breaks. ‘Double Talkin’ Baby’ and ‘My 
One Desire’ are fairly typical rockabilly, and
‘Wild Saxophone’ has a lively jazz feel. 
........................................ fr’m no die-hard rockabilly freak, but I find 
this record a pleasure to listen to, because of 
the variation, colour and energy produced. 
The Stray Cats obviously have a lot of fun, 
while being very serious about what they’re 
doing, and working to make the music as 
interesting and coherent as possible.
JOHN DOE
CONCERTS FOR KAMPUCHEA
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